﻿Acknowledgments 
I am asking my worldly readers to implore the condensation of evidence to outwardly dedicate this book to the Hayes family – those of whom have had love for believing in the beauty of my dreams in and out of emotional containment. Containing secrets was the start but not the matter of the size of the dog but, in it, a reasoned fight and flight response. The dog here is quite small but more like the size of the fight in the dog which is the creationists example taking me home. This example strongly relates to the Hayes family’s core response system of ethics. Hardly do we care what people think because their opinions are irrelevant nor any of our business. We always trudged on through the brainwashing of real events marking our country raw. We are too busy running our lives to even bother with pettish inert movement in beings who judge particular, poor aspects. Everyone has a story and when you strictly see the exterior it’s like an insoluble state - nothing like what the person or substance on the inside may be. Do not judge the cover of a book because the cover can change so take time to open and explore its contents. You will be surprised with what you find here within this book which is covered with pure intent and proposed mystery coming out from times of incredulity. To my honest self, there is no approval to say the least. With the aid of a government initiation of shaded ethics, I chose to write this book with the collaboration of many soul pieces to become better than the unlawful individuals who just were evil because they were either doofed or just plain soul-stupid. In the uniting of my own personal trials were trials and repetitious discomfort to an only dismayed smile in dizmic outcomes. Those of what souls remained in the world who enriched themselves in circumstantial beings became what my family does not tolerate: tidal waves, tidings, gifts, and games. Earth people continued in my concluded works as they showed me nothing. The nothing was just a moving soul that totalled a colossal quote of mine: you coulda, woulda, and shoulda. But, nevermind you forgetting that because all is going to be alright to the ones who know it best to only do better. In this time and age – we curate hope. 
Prologue/ Preface 
I created a doorway into it wherein my mind evolved its very own apparatus into the full envelopment of my worked writings. It’s not just an update on the progress I’ve encountered but the overall journey as life along the spectrum naturally develops for me on a near constant daily basis. Where there are both ins and outs on what it is really all about I see me in the doorways of my imagination which soared to its highest peaks at my utmost fullest maturity. This memoir is a pilot project of digging deeper even when you thought there would be no more action. To the deeper realms of my realism I invoke myself for the book’s progressment. I adopted an idea in my episodes of Autism-like spikes throughout my ten year rescue of salvaged entries as I wrote sometimes truthfully highly medicated and other times not at all. I dropped the feeling that the weight of the earth being only in my hands was the passion of sole acts with what was, in the end, was the stuff to make my memoir as a whole. My memoir settled into diluted rash writings that explained my idea of what it all meant to have the right wing in all of this chaos to being officially diagnosed. I programmed this memoir to be something like out of a final frontier after the outcome proving biassed by nature turns out to be. To catch you up on ten years of demolition would be like decoding sheer code for something - you can’t. To better explain what went on in the perilous bouts of institution tests and more I say to thee: solve and thrive – you’d rather be alive! Scourge and try by rolling your Di! Beyond struggling with a new diagnosis over again I still find pieces in a missing story that doesn’t seem to stop a somewhat protected future.
An immaculate heart which bears the burden of the human mind. We are the beacons which will guide all of us home. I shake in place with hot tears pouring down my face as I, being me, speak with great spawning intention to the moon whilst praying as a golden sun to render a solid solution. Well, after I came off meds after being told I needed to take them I fought. Unbalanced and unconstant thoughts made to overcome stupid ways is my brain on actual fire on fire standards. I have been on a hero's journey throughout the course of my entire life to meet myself back in the body that prevails in a life that is told and secure. Reversibly speaking it might as well be pronounced as a wave. That wave that’s not here yet or maybe could be now. The despair for the lonely and sick is how I co-opt hopes for something that with circumstance was the situation. With every passing blinking moment I am reminded of how faulty moments stand still for two very special needs: love and life. I know how blessed creation is at its finest and a physiological and mental problem makes what I type a silent world order if deemed in approval by you. The one being difficult in my spiritual days is the one who believes that if it's gonna happen it's up to them. As values and needs were overlooked by a weird sense to really hover in true wisdom in physicality to only question: what does the human body need in this day? The honest answer: physical health. Feelings are a strong way to say I love you. Loving openly and freely is my probability that a prehistoric mantra and beautiful acts in love so rightfully continue on love’s cloudy path of freedom and forgiveness — a chance for everyone to hop on that education path for concern. 
The stigma and bias is Earthly torment taken and given by the utter worst who extend and fail to halt real progress. Life has had its major curve balls as I have been battling vague mental health battles not many of you know about or may not want to know about. My situation has somewhat de-escalated to now fewer episodes here and there by the time you start to read this Atlantean memoir. They’re not fun though my
supporters have stuck by me through all the trials of hospital stays, doctors, medications and so on. I haven’t suppressed the mental illnesses I’ve been displaced with throughout the course of roughly 18 hospital stays within the past ten years whilst even being speculated for having a branch of Autism. I’d like to raise awareness on this impending issue. Looks can be deceiving - a statement you may have heard many times over but it should really say looks ARE deceiving. We often judge a book by its cover but never bring awareness to the fact that a book has a cover, yes, but also has a vast variety of material and this material is what makes the book that more splendid. You often just know a person’s face or name and not their story. So, have a little respect the next time you see someone you know as you have no idea as to what he/she may be going through behind closed doors and/or that smiling face. 
Canadian Sights 
I’m thinking about you and where you come from! I’m thinking of mine. I think of the world I live in and how the words of my story have been in some ways mistreated. My demons were cast into a pot entirely without scarcity in that of the times we were living in. If you're scared of your past, no problem; keep reading on. I understand. That's what I meant to say from the beginning. I want to take it back to the streets of my roots. I want to press questions into people's skills by asking myself some tough questions. Are you here just to help yourself with some daily tasks and ease your repetition of the torment of daily life? Here is what I say: It's easier to say than to do but in doing so you must ask and if you don't ask you might as well pack up and head on because things get a little passive aggressive when you don't do whatever he or she says. Vice versa. That's onto parenthood through which I know nothing about! Do you? I am wise beyond my years but the kids I do not understand. I am one who has fought through all the tears and bled at the note of disfavour. I've brought displeasure shifted by my grace and watch me, no offence taken, by the takers of the best offence taken up. I gotta' do it – run this mile and with a simple smile. I was misdiagnosed from the very beginning to get to the now. Life and the outer banks seen; whatever could I mean. Tomorrow is today as we face a new beginning so why am I so angry? It's okay if you are in a state of rampant overture, too! Only due to the fact that money minds impact us all. 
The cracks of a fortune mistaken by the steps we see in time and nurture. Home settles in your roots. I grew up in the old west - Alberta. From the dusty unridden saddles of my childhood to the cowboy boots I wore to the Calgary stampede those are just a couple of things from which my own country’s history was founded. It's where I find myself. From Western Canada to the southernmost point of Ontario to Eastern Canada mom birthed us four kids and raised us with our father to the point where we can all say; "I made it to the present of which we are living." My Dad and Mom saved my life more than I care to tell others. I was a psychiatric question from the young pinnacle of age of seventeen and then on and into adulthood. But, the diagnosis in question in 2014 was Schizophrenia. It’s changed to Schizoaffective. Now, it’s just Borderline Personality Disorder. This book defines my Borderline Personality Disorder along the spectrum for Autism. My brother, sisters, and outsiders who paid interest in me but cared deeply about my welfare and wellbeing knew I was not doing well. A lot of people went on poorly with the implementation of new restrictions on people's places and things. All around me I saw no easy way into making money and no way to not be doing nothing at the house I live in. I know now not to judge a book by its cover. The cover can change so it's important to take the time to open up and explore its content as you may be surprised at the likelihood of what you may find. 
Every person who I have met has somehow crept into my life and has made an increased impact into the now. With every new person who judges me as I am precisely they put me at ease. The people whom I have had the pleasure of detrimentally needing to survive these past eleven years of writing leave small footprints on my memory. Across my soul’s light I am delighted. There must have been a beginning. For if not; just look at the clock. That is how the book has become to entail such vast insights from across my Nova Scotian frontier. My team is composed of my first readers: Mom, Dad, and extended family - extended family and not. Thank you to my supporters who have done nothing but contribute hugely in the efforts to raise me outside of an inpatient stay psychiatric ward. I’m smarter than that and owe a thanks to the completion of being a near-constant patient off and on for a total number of eleven years. But, it did stop. Everything stopped at a big halt for change. After going in and out of a
psychiatric ward for eleven years off and on it is here on the Atlantic coastline that I write the rest of this book and the editing process to print and succeed in printing various copies to be sent to various places around the country of Canada. 
Introduction 
I get a little haywire when I think of what people do with themselves if we’re not being productive. What is productive? I see an insane world that is ripped away from the demotion of living in fear. This is when I portrayed times of isolating mere aspects of myself that I did not share with others. I wouldn’t tell anyone anything. The last part of this memoir includes entries on hope, falsity, and tapered ties. Keeping a low profile is how I wrote this book! I spent a lot of time by myself writing the last corner of the tapestry found in this memoir. It’s something only an evolved 
species experiences. It makes you fathom the possibility that your state of mind is neanderthal-like. It begins with a touch of kindness; a subconscious wish. I suppose that comes with a pang for what is real. It's the real-world providing peace through acting solemnly - a love act. A higher power will suffice unto others who bring out self-sufficient devices that will last a lifetime. I want to promote a message because where is there truth among the hypocrisy of lies that we have yet to instil upon others which deems likely for it to happen. A person of love might live in harmony and have a knowledge that if it's going to happen it's up to the nation of believers who forth in this mighty endeavour. This is something that has been laid out for generations and foreshadows and obliges to near-constant solutions. I was born with a disposition in regards to my livelihood but it’s where I find the tenacity for life. I’ve written a mental health memoir to go along with my accounts that just seems to settle Canada’s score on mental health with the exclusion of dior examples. The book is a twist on things I just haven’t known a person to be in position with in society. I grew up in society. There are stories not shared and shocking myths I’ve encountered with mental health we don’t know as that spectrum can evolve. What if you fall in the middle of the spectrum between autism and mental health…what then? As easy and as eloquent as it may sound; it's not. It had been a subconsciously planned moment in time that could potentially wreak havoc in all forms. It was a spark that let me aboard a ship into a future of findings I had never imagined for myself. And, so, as I grew from young ranger to full scout, delving into all of the universe’s mystery, I found myself at the forefront of all my beliefs - challenging each and every one of them. Later somehow finding my way I steadied myself at the arrival of a key. Have you ever been on the brink of a precipice for change with only your heart essence beating in an untamed, irregular way as it pushes you to redirect yourself into a 
more challenged future which will more or less be alternatively mapped out and studied by your true essence in the future? 
Through hardships I've prayed to a higher power while the moon was heavily raised in the skylight. I felt as though I was locked out of heaven only. Instead of getting through on a spiritual level and blatantly continuing my unworked routine, I sailed my ship and discovered new and diverse paths that have been laid out for all of creation as a part of the livelihood I conjured into fluency. Ultimately, I threw out all of those lost and found folders 


within the human mind which were never to be seen again until the now of which we are all living in. This book is a direct influence to my life’s near-certain attainable livelihood. The life and livelihood that had been held up at a stake is now recalled as a journey; the trip home. I set out on a destructive course between various parts of the human mind with all of its counterparts. The parts were constructed and refined through gruelling hardship. I strove not only to thrive and survive but in doing had it only led me to the trenches of despair. When I finally took on small concepts I started to piece together an even bigger picture. My conceptual apparatus; “the human mind” endowed an aspect that could juggle all parts singularly in one beneficial offering - to live life. It’s been a hero’s journey throughout the course of my entire life wherein the rejuvenation of life’s cyclic energy was flat out spread across the spectrum meeting the soul of one person - me. My name is Kylie Hayes and it is but a sadness to introduce myself and show you all of the progress I’ve made throughout the decades only to come full-swing with ordinary life’s teachings in a bit of a startling manner! There comes an intermediate hope that I will transfer both conditioned and learned skills into a life full of topsy-turvy situations. But that's what I implore are the unexpected curve balls. Meeting them led me to an even bigger wave - a maverick. My thoughts are to hope for a time when working on myself is plausible and not overly filtered. In other words, it’s an ethereal rejuvenation of a hope varying along a real life spectrum that aids in a recovery process for souls caught in a wreck. I don’t know where or when but to read this it creates a safe space for people like
you that want action over words and rejection orders instead of madness. Right From the Gecko is not too easy of a read but also is in the eyes of an adorable soul such as you! Loving someone else in this round might be read in simple even tragically. My big terminology — yes! 
You can see as I try to explain my realistic writing. It should make your dormant side easier to see so as you read keep asking those questions – you’re awesome. Along with the constant state of growth seen through an adulturing eye it’s internally and externally becoming very overwhelming. Social psychology explains to us the various factors incorporated into a daily person’s life. So, it’s no wonder why many of us are led astray, striving to outdo the innocent other guilty part. After harmony dissolves with one another we deem superiority as ranking. This book is almost correct as it corrodes those who had the original upper-hand in life and wrecked the real wish of living without those in forced comfort from a mental frame of mind – subconscious habits not included due to the irony of thinking win-win. Thinking win-win is an influential attitude towards life if every person wasn’t so regarded as a populace. Being surrounded by authority making my decisions for years upon years went into family torment as no one knew what to do with what was left of the functioning me. Geckos are said to be signs of rebirth, growth, regeneration, transformation, and extremely new beginnings. In the hard outcome of what you get from the entries written without lessons, let it preach a teaching every time you read and reread your favourites into place. Geckos are like me – unique to adapt to their environments and willing to exert familiar vibes, alertness, agility and notable humility into quality. Streaming live vibes wound up into translating point blank objectives into a single motive – changes and deteriorated by mass woven weaving over time. Naturally. As in many situations, when people around you encourage empowerment, always step back and look at the real intention coming from either an honest or earnest soul. Whether both attain the attribute to one another’s positive development it hits age hard. I know using this book may as well be a gateway into the unmentionable principles I still have yet to ponder. 
By the time you read a published version I will probably be deciphering the rumoured frequencies from which one comes into the book with – not on the way out. Methodical approaches are encouraged as you find yourself in the impeachment of encouragement meaning: you say what you do; you might also do it. You can only do it if you say you can do so! Greatness within seeks out better days and does not destroy realistic importance. No more fantasies. What you read from now on is the must of a real Atlantean memoir. It might as well be the lost city. Joke intended. Only, if you will. I hope you gain perfect excitable pleasure to say the most in a more yearning way; a way which will void your shadow. Trialling the stake you have yourself on might as well be an altar from which you acknowledge to thrive from. Bringing forth importance over poison is not seeking help. It only has that the developed person supervises tragedy to deny what has already happened. Limiting talent we never made sense of a living – no real warmth with sheer societal brainwashing. What's worse is those having to say they are a part of society because of a condition sweeping within the unnurtured human love. Rearing around my fears entails a planet piled with soapy facts made by the transition of multiple horizons. Navigating keys throughout this memoir comes from patient lives working from hiatus. However, your own paradigm separates a mirrored population turning a real one into a collected power. A mirrored population may look attractive but the extinction of humanity is a score without input. Nor is input the damaged compass from which galactic ghosts work. All of which becomes my irreplaceable questioning period – a public silver lining. Quite frankly, finding something may mean everything coming into the timelapse of the old and oddly new. Cooping myself up proceeded on into the transition of annuity and self acceptance. Take that into account and reap it! The ‘now’ I refer to is actually the present phase of dialect that all of us may not all be there with. My book is for one religious reason, one collect species, one renewed cause, and one hell of a crazy endeavour to save and assist in the creation of new threads of a brand new world tapestry – woven and collected in the pressing freedom that wasn’t available in personal timing. Because the entirety of the writings were only written and thought out by my mind alike; alike minds can be seemingly forwarded as the lost city in an actual Atlantean memoir. Right from the Gecko it was true but became real. Nevertheless, unheard of and valid until you! 
LOOSE THREADS
Figuring out my identity was but a rapid past life being another. It was like everything had washed up on shore as I was no longer away from shreds of doubt. When there were tireless accounts of trials in natural habitats it drew the abilities that only assisted in the natural death and mourning process of a family drawing on extended family, too. I think the reincarnation of souls divorced in secret downfalls exempts the trying evil that eats at your own skin again and again. Those in power right now are ballistic in their God because we, the people, are not in our own right. Humanitarian vows are the vows I still trust until I become disowned from an ever present quality that was only Earth’s actual gift – its own. Maintaining love influences already causes fate. The person who has been in love never goes away – in eyes quiet over an even longer period of time. I never knew much of an adult version in regards to myself but I allowed touching plans as some sort of sin…a vow to folded ties, prepared causes, and behaviours in learned values and more. Loving always is a pang for what is real. Without feeling intimacy with purity there is no tapestry built in rare distant cues for making love better. That of which cannot be known is the call to a life. A place of worship makes an essence of innocence in the ethereal bystanding that crashes like waves along a shoreline. I have learnt that life is made in the perfection of innocence. You’re literally made to get stuck and struggle – most of the time. The ageing process that goes forth for the clowning of a proposed town to turn upside down only unfolds the hacking of a generation that has my eyes viewing a people in comatose. 
Urging where mentality is brings forth the science of reasoning. Little by little, is it always enough? You know fierce fights when you learn about historical people sticking with the opposition who opts out and make today's standoff smooth. A fascinating, bewitching face and yet we are not aware of the truth in equitable needs. If this enigmatic part is so good then the larger sum of it all must be greater. My personality is hidden from the eyes of others. Keeping up with oneself doesn’t always bring desire to reveal. If one’s face is bewitching because they say they are magicians then why must your entire being belize them? The mystery is slaved by the ones who fight false efforts to undo world class doings. When someone tells us undoing human tapestry could be good, is it you only that would believe it? A second chance to rise after believing in the continuity of forced crucifictions, drinking innocent blood, and things above all else is the world. Earth respectively bringing back its own further enlightenment and to keep it going in privacy might as well be a humane lifeline to keep up! Therefore, we can be certain in our population that once they are in the know; they know. Only in hope do suggested minds transport support from various sources into that of intermediate ways, love, and rural faith to produce evolution. After being kind and generous for a long time I think ignoring those from the media can be a wreaked heart on a sleeve only through song. A period of health decrease in the course of a life is life changed dramatically. Integrating according solace will have soft grace getting really sick in the first place as poisoned people would call it. Was I running to write a memoir that was shared to be only mine? Ha, yes. Our population, as you read, is totally undermined. 
The Right Touch 
Whether the West meets the East is North and South - in between too?! Extra points not included. Keys, perhaps. Maybe a therapy room for your mind, body and spirit. There are other points in our human consciousness undisturbed without estimate or free call or even space. The right touch is a reflexive rebellion. A common practice in a not too far future determines new faith and religion… A protocol for a new house! That’s on the inside. Countless remains of what has been supplied remains the stuff and beyond. A strong suit is like under armour- it’s a brand while you are branded security with another who advances a foreseeable future! The vision of a compass is the defacing of a lie in the world… let this be a guide or vision of a checklist of how we hold a camera and roll with our lives and not get rolled on. That is a miracle from the goodness of a trail to search and wonder to find and I have no idea why! A nothing of nothingness is a space we can fill with the good stuff in complete goodness. One who doesn’t know is one who tries in a chosen commitment to control by chopping responsibilities of a snatching and catching. A real compass is like your guardian. With a world that is kind abroad and choices to bring it back home are available we see direction. Pure reservations for delving to monotone movements and precedents set as steps to freedom like a poppyseed and lots of them. Remembering the seeds of war are absolutely a given - war in itself is full of sacrifices. Sacrifice is also you in control, full of remorse and a true rendering of population, showing a silent do or die worst case scenario revolving around the right touch! Settling for the right touch is distant in our people due to expensive schools, jobs without benefits, and bad prices for gas. The right touch is more than just common ground or being closer together as selfish land faults who were instructed by phishing people
who bark up the wrong world tree. Those not in the know of where the answers could have actually been when they became obesity of the human mind in a literal way because they never saw the world because a lot of people did not sign anything to allow Canadian visualanties to propose and travel and be taken from societal environments for having no money – no matter the age. 
Owning Nooks With Hooks 
Shakespeare once implied that unleashing too much fire is but a universally profound ticking to the basics all around a clock continuing on to fight and struggle for both the known and unknown. Possibly even the blunt hookerization of this country - trafficking and all. So, if no one follows this advice as more and more disengage I would see it dutiful to decide to rest then I guess we call for the real one gifted with a hook who takes useless old bags off the stage - even when they appear to be in a young body. I am easy to a point where the options glorified still have not yet prevailed. What would you say? How would you react to love? You don’t have to change a person to alter something deep within them as that’s why we have requested motivational speakers these days at schools. Secrets in prayer is for a mode, another option, and another will like our own. Don’t forget the Lord’s will! The homelessness and poverty of my own diminished presence proceeds an effort that has succeeded and honoured a true justice that has invoked my heart to tell you of the days that lead on. In other words, not proven to the common among us means I have dissociated and never come back – frozen at seventeen. In a cloud of a fuller life that always included lucidity in the train wreck we all bare as internal burdens to the perfect faith we, situated in our very own belief systems encountering religious agony. Evolution although says no past respect knows there is no concrete proof of God but forgets that a collective counterpart of people still acknowledging there is evidence that religion has been distant and extremely judgemental of the world we light up…not live in. Why? Always being a calm and quiet observer to authority whilst carrying a large load for no apparent reason is like turning on a bunsen burner and that was my specialty without lightness of faith. I don’t refer to myself as kinesthetic but extremely intelligent and although life may not give me the truth in the lemonade it sure does give a honest appeal lemons seer at times. It doesn’t mean you can’t use what you have but only to reject the extra. Populations have a hard time growing these lemons and I have yet to figure out whether it was the process that was new or something else to go unheard of precisely, diced, and pressed back into agony again. 
"We Lost The Earth, 1997" 
Living here on Earth is trusting a mental picture. The evil acts are still committed – duh. Internal war radiating slowly towards others is where I start in bullying and unfair judgement. Sudden turmoil is world fortune. It’s always been apparent that positivity is a trend. It rises! Nothing can happen in the excuse to say that we are young by barriers set up to deal with a population overcoming its rust. Used trash to extinguish what is at the sidelines in life. Good guys go in worry to kill off a totalitarian society with medical struggle with all its protections. Good God – are you on the side of history that the lives of personalities had been taken? You might as well say it was yourself, huh?! A leisurely entry here makes for bled sanity. Nobody sees. Deals are forever marked like spread wild instincts honed for what is done. Plain guilt delving in must’ve been a questionable old fashioned reference. Concurring speed is our end in dealing with the deal again. I finish this entry as a depression that scratched at my inner clock making me bored – an innocent soul precipice in boredom. I pour out souls in greed and selfish thrusts because no more, I say, no more as water splashes on the floor and outside the door front are noticeable pathetic help coming from people in shambles. Are you going to put yourself into imperfect corruption for a journey? I know you will – my reader. Read on those who are beautiful beyond unimaginable cause! Ha, yes! 
Dismic 
How do we move forwards as a society? It is a collection of our past and present in hopes to create proceedings. As dismal as a future free of fright and more along the vibes of a positive tribe may be it settles along the lines of possibility and curiosity. To create a life…oh, deem this to be true. Just interlock your fingers and deem this to be true. Praying and putting your faith in God. Did you deem that if we hid our invisible environments we would grow? How do we grow in a way that serves our present? The harsh answer is no. With that, choosing to take in yourself as you go is what we, as people in society, are to the unknown account of our own human mind. But if you do not try to understand mental health you get a result of a lifetime of reason and logic. Balling into a real criminal is outright tragic. The ashes through which a phoenix can rise again – sound
familiar? Looks can be deceiving. Proof be told; bedridden by an undying approach, perilous trenches bustling out be endured for us to rise out of doom; halting the despair in time stopping sequences to get us better. So take the time to open and explore life's contents. You never know who might become an original in artistic eyes such as publicity in a trend. For which I am nothing but something and that something is nothing if you can't live with good ways to promote better health. Healthy Canadians do more for themselves and others with a real deal for the future of safety and amends with our stubborn looks of the past. I say; "You never know who is lurking behind closed doors and that smiling face." Surely all of us need a little help all the time. No one can ever say they got to the success of the future anymore without grabbing a helping hand and not stepping on someone's feet. If it were a child talking to you about where our feet land…would you take a minute and explore social media output rather than the input a child may create from using a search engine? 
Crowning absolute initiatives receive warm optimal behavioural rights. Right is the one who knows and goes with the flow. For the flow is right as I make my soul’s first flight into a realm non scary to those who do! Do or die is a situation of which can be delegated to a very tip of the iceberg story of a way down below the idea of what it is to hear something and know. I’ll go and explore my options as I go back to sleep as I am playing for keeps. Dismic are the relationships we pursue to enjoy our cues. But, is that up to you? You are the cue that’s truer than true so let me show you my home within this timeframe of a faulty subconscious. My mind mishap is a beautiful mindstate mystery realising the forefront is so close. So close is yet so far away to pray for the day when we are all a part of one big idea to come what is yet to be one bigger step closer to humanity. Yippee! 
Mind Blowing Matter 
A recuperated period of time proclaims to laugh in our loveliness. Minding the most important aspects in our entire lives has you thinking it starts as a likeness for a rather dared submersion. You’re probably, what on Earth is she talking about? Impartial and understood is the undated subconscious just as is to ask why! This no longer serves purpose because interwoven concepts in a periodic table of timing is the whole stance within. Whomever paid interest in me, my livelihood, and fight to include is twisted that worries the ones coming from a Godly junction making sure that if it’s coming from the burning woods where the hideaways exist let us take it away starting from the herd that went unfollowed in private takeaways. Do you see my sunshine? It’s back in the day when books rose and there were unexplained flowers in our hair. Oh, the mice. Hold on, did you see me?! I jumped before I fell again in love in a chance to look up. The execution of Canada above all else was governed law with only possibilities and no reaches for a free country bartered by that of vague trait’s raping the actual properness of evangelical-like faith — my own. Your freedom is your mind over a matter which you watch but don’t allow madness amongst other hopes when everything looks down and you can’t even help yourself. 
Up, Up, & Away 
The lives met when others did not. The connections are okay and understood but life in Canada is not always acknowledged due to the intolerance of repeated frontline offence. The defence in standing is another thing due to a chance to take up actual time! Prior impressions to those who took art for a ride was not hard ball dedication but an official attempt towards art’s failure since Canada’s turn in 2014. The world stopped spicing it up in 2014 as trade stopped in historic places. The creativity stemming from an early good life fights the soul’s damage and choice to pick a poison. Innocence through practice teaches dignity of the human person that was in a vulnerability to be taken from a guilty person and persons in faulty personalities distinguished but to the unknown — distinct. Becoming one with my understanding of our properties is otherwise stated in elemental starts. Answers in failing but simply stated are frank ideas. We, here, reading a wonderful entry are inoculated — repeated and recycled. Also, - currency in the state of society. A table to show offerings of the falsities goes into intoxicated applause. My understood memoir coasts in and out of Atlanteans prematurely as the anointed rise from ashes we discovered to not even know about. Life’s slippery slope of toxic sickness sets up decades of remorse without occult bystanders just by standing during a repercussion of ethics. No man’s land rises in the transaction of translation.
Learning to breathe in episodic reordering is containment not nurture. Platonic scars make up the state of God we see; see without reading your favourite things. Are they good favourites or are they still demoted in autonomy furthest away from world fortune. The rest is up, up, and away! 
Season’s Wrath 
I set out on a destructive endeavour between three parts of the human mind: our id, ego, and superego. The three main aspects were constructed through gruelling hardship where I strove not only to thrive but in doing this led me to the trenches of despair. This called out my Borderline Personality Disorder. When I finally took on small concepts I started to piece together an even bigger picture. My conceptual apparatus endowed that the human mind can juggle all three parts singularly. I have been on a hero’s journey throughout the course of my entire life where rejuvenation of life's cyclic energy met one person - me. My name is Kylie Hayes and it is but a sadness to explore all the progress I’ve made throughout the decades only to come full-swing with ordinary life’s teachings in a bit of a startling manner. There comes an intermediate hope that I will transfer both conditioned and learned skills into a life full of topsy-turvy situations. But that's what I implore are the unexpected curve balls. Meeting them led me to an even bigger wave - a maverick. Biggest wave to surf in the whole entire world. My thoughts are to hope for a time when working on yourself is plausible. In other words, it’s an ethereal rejuvenation of the aspects along a spectrum that aids in a recovery process for souls caught in a wreck. If there was no other choice but to pick a correlated moment it would be the time when, during my first semester of grade 11, every possible horrible thing that could happen came bounding towards me at an ungratifying speed. These events changed my personal character to a point of cause and reflection. 
The positive inspiration aspect of this impact translated into a dream and when these dreams become a reality it makes the world go round. It’s a road to higher things and although I am constantly inspired by singular aspects I am under rendition that life is the complete inspirational package and I don’t have to look much further than my doorstep for such an answer. I, myself, have learned much through my twenty one years of vast experience on the topic of life and I have yet still many more years to go. Funny, right? It would take an astronaut to figure you out. I guess the applications with whether it is right to tether on when to or when not to talk are two preferential views. Decisions. Decisions. Astoundingly, I wait because it’s always hard, meticulous, getting to the nitty gritty of things. Evaluation of topics I don't bring back although the aura of it all is soothing. Mom is there — she almost always is and we, as a pair, have a language that is outspoken. So; how come more and more of us are unhappy and disengaged with our surroundings? I mean, a mass amount of people now called civilians created society but we are being driven to technology wherein one might endow slave-like qualities. And now we have a question; what is the right mind state that is in the right psychological conduct of your unsaid barriers without us breaking the bank? The human condition calls for socialistic outcomes in a sort of input/output system that is chosen among thieves. Mankind is smart but with all the information we have you’d think we could have a loss of codependence at an earlier age so the brightest of minds can be worked with. We can have a system but it needs to be rewritten. The brightest mind with the ability to cure cancer for example could be in a neighbouring continent. coincidences that serve as facts bestowed upon mankind. It is a universal tiding that keeps it going as it ties in with the life and times of the heart and the soul. They become irrevocable ever-capable ways it aids in an spectral conclusion endowing the livelihood of a child’s will to live. We are all children of the inner light. When that light falters we’re all at stake for what is to come with future generations. We don’t know ourselves enough and when that togetherness disassociates you know it’s the, the abolition of what we were takes hold and never lets you go. But, I was already gone. Hour struck 9 and I had blood on my sleeve. Where do I come from? A place beyond the solar plexus where I knew no one but wanted everything. I don’t even feel like I belong here. My mind is always somewhere else as I delegate my options to ensure the safety of my family and all of their partners. But there is still a precipice for change that still needs to be acted upon. No one listened as I hopped the trains into different realms, never getting caught up in the middle of it. I can’t help myself; I’m just me. 
Realms seemed to become one when I met a conclusion where I concluded to be a spectator. that this world has given and supported since being a young one and all. Everybody is waiting for the end of times, never looking ahead and seeing the future in my own hand. I was so born for
this day. Rip-rip! Took a look back at the darker side and adrenaline caught me in the hype so I let the game stand tall but still preached that I, of all things, rue the day! This is something I’m proud of and omit with pride. Pride - not a good thing. As it comes with hollowed-out aspects that never came to light. No driving but bus transportation. Great. I see city lights. Lonesome nights. A kitty for me. A world to see. Nobody ever is gonna' make me…so let us be free; let all of us be! That’s a real trip into the unknown of your reality. I’m actually just speaking about my days in another end in Nova Scotia. Quaint was the small friendly little town from which I came! 
The Rubble But Under 
After being diagnosed it was a rough winter as I struggled with my illness. I eventually opened another door in my life and posted on FB that I had been struggling with Schizophrenia but it was odd...not many seventeen year olds I knew were diagnosed with the full blown disorder. I got massive support likes and replies but soon after it’s like everyone broke off because it was graduation year and on and into the real world. It took me 5 years to finally delete them after reaching out to discover people do not care so this is why they must be informed. The further I went with my posts the more backgrounded everyone became but I was intending to speak about mental health when the time was right. I forged myself. To be such a good person is to bear an overwhelming burden. As time goes on the colossal effects that sept increasingly deep down and inwards and into itself…thereover, creating distanced isolative behavioural concepts that include hatred, anger, and confusion all of which pertain to the human attempt, at least mine, to stay happy all the time. That’s my life pursuit – happiness. It’s all about being comfortable in who you are and what you are doing. At one point it was very hard to do so. Garnering what’s good may have made me forfeit like the victim I was. Or so I thought. Having my past be personally held as a misunderstanding in my case is what I thought I knew about my mental illness but was illegitimate. In turn, I was put on an authoritative goose chase even more so like a chicken with its head cut-off. This led to the cue of suggestiveness and the unleashing of a more secure integrity that when the word ‘fail’ comes in so does ‘you can’ and when you can fail is factored in nor superficial pride or misunderstanding can touch you. After being diagnosed and having it been a tough Winter I admit I struggled more and more. I struggled with my illness and a broken ankle. I eventually opened another door in my life and posted on FB that I had been struggling with Schizophrenia but it was odd...not many seventeen year olds in 2014 around me were diagnosed with a full blown disorder like so. So, with lack of any proof, I started not doing so well in school and became a dropout. I got massive support likes and replies but soon after it’s like everyone broke off because it was graduation year and on and into the real world. It took me 5 years to finally delete them after reaching out to discover people do not care so this is why they must be informed. The further I went with my posts the more backgrounded everyone became but I was intending to speak about mental health when the time was right. I forged myself. My point is - mostly everyone has a mental health issue. I get feelings all the time that are so intense. They seemingly take on like a déjà vu aura. I feel as though I am wisped back into myself again after a long day. Life seeps into its finest. These feelings are many times more often than not unpredictable. I, indeed, always find my way back to the beginning. 
Felt Exact 
Boredom in the human eye extends a long way when a human being is caught in short. Then to meddle with the loosening of this grip is away with it. When I stood innocent as an engine locomotive and I found tracks of what I had been going through called oculogyric crises I was outwardly devastated. Didn't our grip on possibilities of eye convulsions on patients stop when we had better ways to cope with the frequent urges to watch what was being put out? I like to think of the Disney movie; Cloudy With a Chance of Meatballs. If you delve along the lines of your foreseeable reality you see google as a way to overturn frontlines. I see things and am overstimulated at my chance of a bigger motive. That search engine is stir crazy with consumers searching and immersing themselves at the heights of incredulity and navigation. Navigating yourself through the gates of hell is the first step. Sensitization is two. There is an understanding that this world is a society through social media so we need to let go and go for an equitable need to understand the unfortunate and use the net for good. Whatever settles in my roots are the animals, people, trinkets, and things that I am attached to. The rest is the things we don’t grow accustomed to like taking a really hot bath for some and baking a chocolate cake for others. Usually we know people as loving those kinds of activities but we don’t know that it is unlike some other kind of preposterous mass scrutiny in ties. The time of finding out something that’s very intense intrigues every little facet of my being. Seeing this stuff go around in an endless loop is
what I kind of see as a foreseeable future. A future that is made and bright is almost complicating numerous situations. No matter how high we get in life there is an endless supply of taking away what we all have. It's like our minds are doing rash sorts of complicated and basic equations that we all must notice and know about. Notifying loved ones of our complications is what we need to do all the time - at least I have to tell someone what I know and need at the time of reaping. Intense emotions may proceed in these times. There are lengthy abolitions in these frank scenarios while you twiddle your thumbs. So you keep doing that until you’re laying out frank scenarios to understand them more. Stirring motives is how I search beyond the horizon and among the stars for guidance. Guiding mass hysteria must be remembered as sitting and waiting for an era. Era defines me and what I’m looking for in this lifetime. Watching the way things roll out defines life as a show. Showing yourself ways out may be a perfect press for the time someone needs to figure plans out. Running away from your problems then could be devastating but something that needs to be solved in the least. Life equations are just like life…are we gonna proceed with them and go on forwards or are we just going to go home and call it a day? I’d rather find new and exciting ways to explore the strategies that make us all to say the least successful. But finding success must sometimes mean you must find it in the deepest pitfalls of danger that is around. Always. Looping something around the drama of a day of reckoning would seem like a way in. A future that is bright is our minds understanding wrong doings and complicated pasts. The tragedy is lifelong when we don’t think our successes accumulate to something productive. I try to stay productive but when money is all that this world is all around we see the memories we make with loved ones as a huge pang for anything real and understood. 
A Worlded Self Acceptance 
No matter what you look like in an uproar or misjudgments in a trash society sometimes. Sadly, we all make up society but it’s the ones that don’t settle for less than a forward score to where we call the journey home. If there ever has been one to understand I see myself as multitasking even if I have a mental malfunction. I’m always turning radically in a preposterous circle! But that’s to be truthful with my evolving my lifeline. And, when someone messes with my life they better not speak twice about it. I left a note or sense that I will be coming back with more cause to my life. That’s what I told God in my near death experience. Anarchy was my accursed young mind. The illness itself remains attached. It wasn’t about the medication but learning how to cope, see, and change in preference with who I am. Swooping up was an unfair trial and tribulation for what everyone thought was right for me. Though my case has vastly changed and maybe you are still struggling every day I reprehend you — you are strong. Not to butter you up too much by repeating a mantra you may or may not use on your day to day business. I repeat; “I am no longer bound to the ways.” As I venture out into the outdoors of the world out of my body I see culture, family, testimonials, and laws no one could ever readjust if they are bound to ways. I am a free bird and I fly. The very thought that I am undeniably human proves I am at a vulnerability. All I know is that the equivalent mass number of family services needs to rise to equal a better experience of full- long term societal roles wherein you may do a full circle. 
The Moral Compass 
When I was perpetrated on a dozen basis’ it made me hope for the wonder of who or where people get off on diagnosing a patient but to be still seen as valid. The dimensional model categorises itself in the elimination of personality disorders as a must. As one encompasses a moral dignity, the acquired traits that assist in the creation of this success marks our life endeavour. Some mechanisms in my story became a tragic flaw. I mark things unfinished when they have the potential to be something meaning more applicable in human experiences of suggestiveness. For a lack of a better term – there’s my cue in a broad sense that my disability bore on very extensive suggestiveness. Being in the hospital for more than seven rounds, having more than seven doctors, and being admitted to multiple care centres starting at seventeen was hell. That is not a burden a simple seventeen-year-old adolescent should have dealt with. What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, right? To explain the idea where suggestiveness came in cues little to no decision on my part. Hence, the start of rash but weird hopelessness and my unfinished projects just as so – this very memoir but with overly relentless tries as I finished. This may be a memoir but it sure as hell promotes humanly low voices without indignation that correlates to finding a will or way that my parents have been spoken about many times and on many different levels. Not one of us are ageing a day younger and the hope that a future untold is in my hands reminds me to incorporate positive interpretational skills that coexist with my moral compass in a way
that changes my controversial attitude that’s just so complex. Pun intended. The begging question of my health journey…what is next? Evolution is at the forefront of every new generation and to have a changemaker attitude indites one who is lead out of bondage into the world after years of hard work as proud individual who encompasses the acquired traits that assist in the creation of success mechanisms in my memoir already, friends. The idea I am promoting is a will or way that my parents have spoken about many times and on many different levels. 
The hope that a future untold is in my hands reminds me to incorporate positive interpretational skills that coexist with my moral compass in a way that will promote change and alter paradigms. It’s a do or die situation when it comes to change and the evolutionary mindset: even if you have a mental illness. Many gaps between childhood and adulthood have made me queasy because they are all about money. ¡Sickness. Mental illness. Physical impairments. These are all treated cases and often you never see the miracle workers, angels, or what you believe work their magic after they have treated you and your symptoms. And, after the worldwide pandemic hit – symptomatically we all had to give in. I gave in to treatment for mental health for psychosis, or so they thought. But enough of all that professional big, worded sappy talk. It’s time to lay back, have some snacks, and read on. My afterthoughts on what on what has happened leaves me with rather a shy rambunctious smile because with such raw writing material it makes me so grateful for all the people who endured in the pretentious attempts and my history to show all the pinned points I needed to take note of -- the learning of new and ever-evolving coping skills to identify myself just as a child would so they may pinpoint chosen assistance in the balancing act of life as experience is gained. In simplest of terms, my entire life was it – the thing of who I am to feed through a livelihood of my own genetics, likes and dislikes, do and don’ts. Adults know the planet through the eyes of the purposely set institutions that enslave us all within the banks of constitutional belief systems. Hey, that’s a society problem. Society is us! We have an everlasting hope if we do realise it or not our ability to make mistakes is small, time crunches for the important things, and a wrecking ball mindset inside does live in us all. BOOM! 
Très Fatigué en Publique Extraordinaire 
Ma famille est trés bon! Tu as parlé a l’aimer et rester. J’ai parler non risqué. C’est touché a le rester qe’onstout la femme. Dans ma famille il y a choisir de travailler à Nova Scotia — Octobre 1st 2022. Mes amis sorties spécial or de la mon existent! J’ai représenté ma Camille ou la pustique! La gagner est pour Earth, ma famille est le publique. Mon livre est nouveau et très concerné. La miel reprend Mental Health! Mental Health est posé, refuse, et la cogner de la publique explique. Tu finis nous allons chantement tu habites à la musique a le française et mon regarde pour la télévision apprend. J’aime dansent de la hip hop pour lécout le femme! Vous choisissez à la attend ou j'aime parler avec Kylie Hayes pour mon livre originale. Il y a professionnel Québec plus dix travailler elle joue. Elle joue fiddle et joue ou regarde! Ma famille est très bonne! Bonne journée et allo mes ami est très froid télévision nous détester. Tu nages, écoute, et publique ‘croissant cornucopia’. Nous jouons au football. Vous visitez la tour Eiffel… avec ma famille en Earth. L’habiter est pour le purpose. Tu déteste l’école est télévision pour la écouter à la publique! J’adore mon amour. J’ai adoré ma famille avec ses attends truands pour une chanson. La daté est intermédiaire de la galaxie. Tu finis le galaxite avec on l’aimer a tout le monde et parler rouge parce que problématiques de la chamomile franchise. Zzz… Tu dors enfant… c’est bon. C'est un bon chant. Statistiques pour l’enfant pour le danser, mourir et persons parce-que equality. Dormir. J'adore le publique parce-que le petit genre. Le petit genre est ma famille.
Shipwrecked In Me 
My internal proposed fog. The sinking of my own ship. Letting your love song take you in as there are many titles within this memoir! It’s rather an incognito attempt to rescue myself from a redundant creeping reality. You see, the mind’s presentment for emotion goes whack and enters society as it surfs through your system. I just hated them screwing with the food we ate, money we earned, and equitable needs not met through inequality. It’s safe to say we were all born sick - as in no way are we all grown up to be perfect. But maybe the alternative solution is not to just grow to be better versions of the certain crowds we overcome by merely surviving but thriving within them. We are all sardines in a big crowd today. Equality versus equity in my life makes a big engagement and as I stand for those two concepts I tell you I’ve gained: the insight people slander the very definition that we must live on and participating in what has come to be in this world. I came to be. In other words; “Be the force still standing after consistently being grazed by unrealized qualities. Get over the jealousy you keep in mind that you make known and be the phoenix you willed to rise.” Yay! Congratulations, reader, you’re on to my next step. So, I’m torn because I spawned an idea inside my mind. It doesn’t mean I couldn’t bring the idea to an ideal standstill after it gets published but it’s the thought that someone would listen to my words in the created worlds I have never spoken about. This part of my book is Loose Threads. I proved myself that the smallest idea is dimmed once in a while. There is no perfect state of being shiny or absolute. We live in a new generation. Ono would recognize oneself as glorious if they saw nothing but binding at their wrists to endure more mental suffering. Tethered at the heels of their very own faith this world is and has been a melting pot — especially where we live in Canada. The rate of international students has skyrocketed from a mere 500 to like 6,000. They are the ones to fix architecture, make new vaccines, 
to discover. That’s what I love is the many new opportunities they bring forth into our Canadian community. 
Too many whys. Not much life. But I share it with God. He knows me more than anyone else now. But time gives. Not much left. Tired eyes. A solid embrace. And much more love. Many synapses can happen to you. I mean meeting people who are not quite there due to the undertaking of obtaining a mental illness where the brain can’t produce its okay chemicals to get on with the natural ease of a seemingly ordinary day. Oh, the dysfunction as we enter a society caught up in a storm they never knew they could find warmth in with mental health professional help. The driving force is a familiar lock and key scenario analysed by a team of people or so I would hope that is for you, too. A junction between two nerve cells, consisting of a minute gap across which impulses pass diffusion of a neurotransmitter. That’s the definition of synapses. So how do we enable configurations on how to treat and diagnose the patient? That is me. The one who also comes from the opposite side of the spectrum. I am being slowly treated in time and from a considered aspect. If even an inkling of mental suffering as I call it emits real world pain I am done for the day. It feels like I’m at the bottom of a waterbed so don’t let me drown. I scream as I fall down to my knees. World examples explode into proportion. Sickness. Mental illness. Physical impairments. These are all treated cases in Canada and often you never see the miracle workers after they have treated you. What is mental illness? I’ll leave it to you to guess. It would be like scooping out someone’s karma from their personal cubicle and adding it to yours for your own sake of a bad habit scenario revolving around your livelihood. So, to the next point: Why do people have so much stigma about it? Past, present, and future. Everyone’s in such a rush these days they don’t have the insight, which will be explained in this book, to adjust the paradigm they make people reach a stalemate. Some reasons people get sick is due to the rubbing off of bad behaviour. Will someone raise the upcoming generation of children to be attuned to the many illnesses there are? It will be like a completion of a revolving lightness of the autistic spectrum — an understanding gone to which is dead without the propriety of knowing smart comes in small doses and it’s not all the time. Gone are the lives of the indignant to me as we gather the uneased cracked edges of adulthood. However, you might see real ties gone in a sort of upheaval for a day demeaning that lives matter. 
Spider Senses 
My spirit looks to people who care until we look into that and oversee lost potential after being deemed incapable by strangers in my 
roots. And, after what settles to be in a situation less climatic as how I write in the present of the now. What I mean is the roots and trails of how we find remnants of our exact lives in home corrodes in desolation. Home in my soul is a place to call home after a true physicality in upheaval and
uprooting. Wherever I land is the home that I built for myself on a deeper level. Home is in myself. Home is in God himself. Because of the travelling, I’ve been doing time after time myself encounter after encounter as a young Canadian girl at my own finest flame moment. I am a phoenix after ruggedly being forged on the sunset of the Atlantic in Nova Scotia which relates strongly to my soul's first flight into a huge gorge. I ended up in the intensive care unit again wherein a team of nurses saved my life…again. The gorge indites the day when I finally caught some rain, a little wind, and a lot of opportunities. The weather in general is crazy! We get a lot of hurricanes and random spells of weather so it’s no wonder I’d like to take a moment and explain all of the opportunities Nova Scotia has offered upon my early arrival amidst the Covid-19 pandemic spike in 2021. Since 2021, I’ve lived in Nova Scotia and flown a massive flag on my parent’s personally landscaped front yard representing that we are Nova Scotia strong. Other than that, enormous amounts of mental health professional help has been offered at my side. More opportunities arise lately with ongoing events going on with Mountains and Meadows Care Group - a group home settled in Bridgetown, Nova Scotia. But it’s not my forever home! It starts as a likeness for a rather dared submersion. Remember this question. How deep can we think? How many mental exercises can we take and keep moving on forward? Do I keep remembering that the ground may be a spoil of a war but there is much to do in building up new walls around that war. The grass is greener on the other side of a reason for retribution. I have a soul with roots and a whole bowl of colour! Just think, you're interpreting yourself all the time whether you know it or not. You're probably thinking, what on Earth is she saying this all about? May I propose a will to switch topics? What is this memoir presiding in? What category does a mental health memoir go forth with? As we, a more than rightful human race who reads books identify forces beyond just book compatibility and you, I saw the chance to openly and expressively write something. It is a press to start finding common traits that are interestingly clear as a must-have experience of no war and just love on the spectrum. Did I confuse you? Fate met me in spreading the seed of love. If you imagine a wall you see vines and how things grow over time but if there is constant takedowns of those weeds which are vines we have a solid attempt in stopping war on the forefront of that wall. On the other side of that wall, in the country who proposed whether it's the people at war or not, we mark an influence to see that we know what we are doing to recreate symbolic ties and our holy references such as Jesus Christ, the Trinity, and the Eucharist. All include a step by step process of overcoming barriers. We forgot something though. We may be talking about war but forgot to include war of the mind and how it directly impacts every aspect of our entire lives. Whether it be physicality, emotional well-being, spiritual significance, and sources of gifted presences from our old friends. Our tied connections bring different offerings up to par and it is not excluded but included by the makers of the one listening. A kind face, a simple hug, and a whirlwind of uncoursed love from the ones who make a difference in those who are only around forces the outer ego to combine personality traits stemming from livelihoods. Our livelihoods are triggered in mounds of stray dirt as an example of being who we are not. Other people like to enjoy and slather themselves in it. I always found myself marvelling at someone who can walk into a room and walk out a victor having gained so much respect and gratitude from others never once dehumanising resulting in growing apart from God himself. My journey through writing a mental health memoir is growing closer to a godly path to try my best not to stray when I get scared I’m prospering too much. 
Skippy 
Making a way to see the world we live in is a way of ending a meeting from a focused greeting. If you’re going in one direction then hello to you! All we really do is enjoy the mistaken sidetracked mindsets people are so unapproving in straight values without needs. Also, straight motive. Bad people wreak stolen havoc to escape and go misdirected. The popular towns rather than a restrained society is like Davy Jones’ locker. Like a ghost in the night I prefer flight in sight. Robbed like a cat I knew to the forces that blew promotes the litter box they use. The goddamn cat must be a genius. Buzz Aldrin makes urine the same in pretty litter because apparently cats pee pink, blue, green and even yellow! Kids who have animals are no kids kidding about kicking a door down. That’s always a trigger. The coastline of walking on a path to ensure continuation of specimens. A specimen doesn’t shake and bake but looks like an original red because it betters the beat. Rat-a-tat-tat. You all are straight funny. You all are because we are an elite sound. The profoundly ended risks at the death of servicing before a matter that had already begun. Top-ups exist when there is a detriment of poor and poorer terms in part of forced labour. Imported handy mans by a post of order direct social prints like a chinese plate made of porcelain glass. Promises and purpose wonder and fetch as distribution upholds the snitching for Canada’s candyland – world food channels as the people go. A shield at its most! Whether it be a dashing robust night fixed like a position. Pushing a breakthrough on a clock better without real
surfing conditions. The only fun way is to take it out one baby step at a time. No more faults without a point of junction – a fact of funniness. And, skipping subjects is like having no mercy – ain’t nobody want that! I’m close to skipping which makes me skippy. Skipping skips in a new haze does not make your new day. Days fade what they are in to be made as tragic, sterile, and unbrushed. Meaning well could be a beaming best friend at point blank. My friends offer the articulate zest as they visit my human rights slaughtered through a skippy resting spot. A skippy restaurant is where I’d hope to find a big breakfast and a new phone call. They serve everything such as bacon, eggs, and sausages. I forgot that with the food there would be no civil savagery. 
The credit to need more is getting skippier. I already skip for joy because skipping the resting spot on those critical days was not only important but nobody's option. If I was already not freaking out! The posing factors were: where am I, what is an underground city, am I lost, and knowing not to ever give up was a show that was shown when we fell down into vice versa. I treat others in their facial drama as I finish a real closed shop. If you believe my deliberated trauma – I’m going to be alright in an unknown way. The versatile experimentation of a car that we may see ourselves as driving – not surfing. The only findings at the time were the only subjects that were massively supposed to happen in spoken languages. If you ever watched you saw and knew through and through what the bodies had known. Skippy, right? 
The Ol’ Suggestive Factor 
Hey you – surprise. And, all things considered, that’s exactly right. So, ready, or not, here’s my take on real love from a twenty-five-year old’s self-valued experience and highly developed insight. I hope this sees you well, friend. Love beyond a speculative imagination…can you recollect, dream, or simply imagine. When love becomes expressive and evident you know! It is truly something you can define as your own unique experience happens for you. It makes you fathom the possibility that your state of mind is safe in the now of the moment and now of which we give into love. It begins with a touch of kindness...a subconscious wish, I suppose that comes with a pang for what is real. It's the real-world providing peace through acting solemnly - a love act. A higher power will suffice unto others who bring out self-sufficient devices that will last a lifetime. I want to promote a message because where is there truth among the hypocrisy of lies that we have yet to instil upon others which deems likely for it to happen. A person of love might live in harmony and have a known ‘given’ potential that if it's going to happen it's up to them. This could be you. It has been something that has laid itself out for generations as it foreshadows near-constant solutions that what will be will be. I was born with a disposition regarding my livelihood but it’s where I find my tenacity for life. After taking so much time to learn a hard lesson it is here, I say to you - expectation is the root of all heartache. Realising love sometimes will never be between you and another human being helped me to follow my heart that redirected to a better life in irrevocable ways. Life short – take this very personal and very meaningful quote from my experience and maybe you’ll find the likelihood of the understanding that love really is a real and truly sentimental surprise. My world has changed once again because of my audacity to feel things. Love in an essence is perfect as it’s a life conclusion. Better yet, it is an involuntary one. Love, my personal security blanket whom I cherish and devote to...with all my heart. It’s a rampant thought but it’s just basically another way of saying thank you for caring for me and wanting to express your love for others. It's that one moment in time where the truth literally sets you free. The follicle of your own existence falls right smack into place. All the juices within that mind of yours starts to flow. Your mind quiets, time stops, and feelings of unconditional love slowly or maybe rapidly submits to your ego – the now of which your very mind lives in. I guess that’s why they call love timeless. As your creator watches and celebrates it has never been so clear: the ultimate truth that has manifested itself in your very being. Never has there been such divine love as this. We are creation at its finest when our divine self is at play. I have gone through the finest flames. It makes you feel as though you were walking on freedom's cloudy path of the ultimate unsaid and unrealized dream until it becomes a very distinguished reality. I fell under love's spell just as stars collide at an ungratifying speed. Love held me like I've never held it. And somehow, I just let it happen...magic. No need for drugs because finding my love for both myself and others was the ultimate high. Love really does impact the spirit in a sort of influential way. The signs are everywhere. I have never to brag for taking on that role who would seriously change the world by creating a million-dollar causation that would better ruin lives and promote change not force it because it has always been within the scope of the human mind to reach beyond capabilities - even if it’s losing a dime in a sea full of pennies. In my case, losing a $20 bill and ignoring the factual presumption that I was to get there free of charge. “If it’s
not one thing it’s another.” LOVE. I was so born in the act of that – a great love act. Let the game stand tall but still preach that I, of all things, was born and lived! Pun intended. This is something I’m proud of and omit with triumph. But also, great pride. Looking at myself could be dangerous and my circle family and peers knew so much. I was the object of my own self-destruction only to fall! But with steps, I got back up again. I’m the kind of girl who doesn't wait for the world...I just sit at the side and listen for the lord's call within the realms of my own imagination in a sense. When intuition and sneaking suspicion arise it’s me that has to take a final look in the mirror and notice the surprise. Self-love, self-appreciation, and self-confidence were forged through a childhood precipice to want to be more. I was bound to overcome barriers. Even if that meant mental health and me. Sometimes, so as not to be overwhelmed, I wonder how I could escape all my options! 
Surrounded 
This book was written from a point of view where destiny met fate in a willing journey that indicated a gorge of writing which will fixate the days where I never knew I could actually be interpreting the world throughout years of like-minded vision despite the melancholy and surety of exasperating stuff and serious repeated attempts of trivial motives. Mixing historical roots in ever capable ways made me want to complete an edition where I finished it on the Atlantic ocean inlet from where my parents live. Invisible spaces in forbidden places to induct shareholding is our buzz as readers. Life insurance contracted by fire and hell. Woven into a hard drive on my computer shortly after wherein my writing was condensed and rewritten for years to come until now. Nova Scotia and I have great ties when writing the results of this book early because I can. Long live your parts, your heart, and your soul. And more! The decision that your roots are laid in one place but it started in another makes for a better story of how things came to be. You all have been great at trying to make me feel at ease in times of great anxiety. Having always been at critical points in our united Canadian family story, confused haze makes me think of the baggage I brought forth to the table. How much of it do we solve with a little shove of help from God? The standpoint of how we got here is but the trek that is much greater than our hearts. For brains are not as easily torn for one remote reason. Through the thickness of our skulls revolving around the act of bravery, you are a must-have beauty. Frick, we all are! For within beauty, there is a pain and within that pain there is a truth. I call this family line beauty beyond unimaginable because of how we made it across the country and settled and between two homelands I see a not too far away far from any other province I've been in. I'm Canadian and what was written here in this book I thank massive contributors like the common Joe for helping me realise I had to get out of my rut and relieve my dead boredom and create the longshot of something great. Thank you everyone who has paid honour for helping me initiate the process. Reader, I ask you a very silly question: Why did I decide to publish here in Atlantic Canada before headshotting an Atlantean memoir? For what wholesome purpose do I owe this honour of publication? Surely housing was cheaper amidst Canadian parts I do admit. But as prices for everything skyrocketed into unhelped guidelines. I still wait for more. Now, Nova Scotia makes you question the validity of our ways as to whether or not we should trust the process and still to have our houses weatherproofed and shoot ourselves in tip-top shape after the game plan is supposed to and upon others. Somehow in hell there will be artful exclusions in our hushed walking daily lives. Some heavenly bound way inverses breakthrough promises of repercussions and faith. That of inclusion with both diet and compromised immunity reverses my spell to sleep. Really, Atlantic Canada chose me to finish my book here. The day we moved here to Nova Scotia was two weeks too fast. My life story ends in the southernmost tip of Canada at seventeen, maybe even younger! Of course we had to pick our things up and go into new surroundings in a new fashion right away. The rest of the friends and acquaintances we had in Ontario wrote us letters through mailing order. Ceasing objected theories homes the life we would experience otherwise. I made this entryway up for you to think and to recognize yourself. Not me. When we know what we are talking about. Situational deficiencies arise. Should we all just televise action in emotion? When we know someone is crying; dealing with the emotion attached is gruelling. It’s October 15th now, feel the ground. Are we really in 2023? Yes. Look at the calendar date and it says 2023. Unless you are prowling. Then, better less, someone would be scowling. Minor hiccups are okay in life. I hit that. Doctors tried to keep me quiet but I will no longer be bound by my wrists and strapped to a hospital gurney trying to tell them why I got upset in the first place. I was upset because people don’t have feet let alone roots in the simple analogy that we are trees with major curve balls! Canada was burning so hard and I would have felt the same way after experiencing the joys of freedom alone and in the woods with my love for slaving in back then situations. Manifesting motivation is that if I’m going to think it, I must think big but start small.


Waiting Game Standards 
Your song is a screaming door. Wham. Picked purple like my licks. Pick force. Distilled blue. Whether it's thick or thin, I have it made. Fellowship. I have worms in my mouth. Money. That’s what it felt like in my psychotic episode once. Okay, more than once! As one individual who might engage in life by proposing experience, is, and always is a lookout for simple, practical, and effective ways of making a self-righteous cue. We're full of cues. If you think your mental illness makes you a good or bad person you probably should pay for up your pieces of your own life puzzle and move on! It's a good life. I don't know you, my reader, but I just wanted to tell you I love every single living being on this earth and trust that I've taken a mental picture of the evil acts still being committed. If you can love people and forgive them forever it lands right in your mouths creating, entailing, and exposing conversation. I think about the life I want when it's right in front of me if I'm breathing but when you need strength look to something. God? A book you've read before? Your life is all in the details. Keep picking yourself up because we know how much of a success and how short sighted we are, right? To top it off I wouldn't be anywhere without my social and even greater support around some part of me that's kept safe. When do I or how will I ever expel hate. Ah! It is hate which is just displeasurement. But then there's the other thing that peeves me. Jealousy is like a cancer to the vulnerable…it is just internal war within themselves that others radiate towards others like bad bullying and unfair judgement. After all the psych ward visits and nearly passing away after the frustration of being probed into a foreign institution you can probably see my hatred for Mental Health at first because I was so young and naive. I overheard an early morning comment that my dad posed. He said; “There is a show and what the family is going through has a similar case to Kylie. It's like she's rubbing off and making us have a mental illness." In my view, if my case was collected and reviewed with my explanation of how it got to that point there would be no point to kick me out - which is what I know what they see! I act anxious all the time whether it be physically, emotionally, mentally and walk on eggshells. I say sorry all the time when it is my basic needs that are not being met. My Dad tried to help me by saying; “Physical work is the only way.” My only thought would be that there was already a rapture and that my conclusion would have to be that I just can’t be me. Maybe that was an already known conclusion. But, it wasn’t. Almost every young adult goes through this! Why? Because more than half of my friends go through it every year — we’re all so young with me being the young of my prime but at the end of the line I turn on a dime — pun intended! On top of that I was trying a concoction of meds these past 10 years of my life whilst I carried out journal entries that may not have made sense then but redeem me now. If nothing works, which thought brings you to think of what and where things went wrong. I can still get lost in an aspect or two. Remember that for when you have any questions thinking I may know an answer to. I don’t think I’m ever gonna’ figure things out but it starts out with knowing what’s going on upstairs in that darn ol’ attic of a mind. Maybe it's Us! An unholy rapture of an abyss still to this day happening every single second. But, I urge you to read on, lovely. Even if the end of the world is happening in your mind it's not you it's the society we must have been born into; wherever you're from. I've been struggling with mental illness since I was big enough to interpret and understand a science of reasoning. A little bit but always enough. It worsened as years went on. I was in my late teens after that obliterated my seemingly perfect path I had planned for my life. Kylie goes to school. You know, Kylie makes good grades and goes off to University. Smooth Standings...fierce fights. She makes a comforting life for herself with little to no issues regarding finances. But, somehow, I watched my self destruction go on and on and on as I dried up. No more Kylie. Coming off the map or grid, if you will, for a while when I was 17 was supposed to be temporary. If you know me, I am always scheming…trying to divulge what is most important to me and my immediate close ones. It is bringing a thought or idea to partition so that I may enjoy what has been put into motion. Enjoying the little things is where it really counts. It's been a tough trial but my support really does come from within my ever-evolving circle but as others have nearly constantly stuck by me throughout the trials of hospital stays, doctors, and so forth some others have opted out and I mean like a lot of people just to make it easier on themselves. It was a pinnacle moment where people either stuck with you at my early age where progression was eminently sufficient as it surfaced in orbit. Furthermore, there was another group of people who helped drag out the circumstance. 
Worthy Slaves
Everyone slaves themselves to our economy because we’re building a pyramid. I may have been a total nut job when I see people not feeling good and having no money or necessities for life. I know the voices in your head are your own but will always be unworthy of your attention in batshit crazy attitudes you only could dream of?! When the slavery from our governments makes some kind of radioactive soul that makes money near impossible to like, love, or need it makes me sickened. You are so fetching in the fuzziness you glued on your skin just to be cosy in your life. Social security and lively living makes the leading lead more; leading one person to executive concerns. I feel like a slave to the life others showboated. The sarcasm and jokes weathered awesome tips and now no one follows. Difference is nobody within the passionate yet slave people. People found me directly in speech in a simple receipt that they must have been a part of everything. An assortment of jars can be sweet if only we fill them for us and the extended others who received nothing in the first place. Like a jelly bean in a salad we know what it tastes good with but slaves aren’t so sure — the mentally sick for certain our country we call Canada. Slaved movement causes no voiced control in the seriousness of a gaming system that already says game over. If you’re agreeing with me, let us save a slave who deserves what they already gave in a war along the coasts that made worldwide announcing never-more anymore. The love and support amongst the slavery of a nation is but a makeshift way of doing a loving figure as a part of who you are. The supported figure may not necessarily be in love and support all twenty four hours a day! People move and I like to think of us as cars. Not every one of them is totally reworked — like the engine! I’ve had my days of NASCAR and hockey but never others or even both at the same time. Let it rain and pour, snow and produce drought for a sewn fire tornado! Divorcing what you settle for so far is like sitting on a sofa…only if it is comfortable?! I think I will bring it back as a key card to life. Politically warped political treatment. Why would you take a key to someone’s heart, though? Key cards galore in very short terms from a key card adventurist. So far, taking the heat of the treatment after recuperation is me and you; you are so above and beyond us! I hear water in this entry but it’s refusable fuel…our fuel! Mayhem might as well be opening Pandora’s box and we don’t want that — now! Speaking and having no other way out of Pandora keeps up talking with transient insight! Crackers help people take a long time to look at their own heartbeat. Driving your vehicle isn’t just an understatement. So far, if it’s the light inside, then you gotta’ know how to roll the dough in spite of life’s show. Let’s get our cars on the highway and go! Don’t forget the fog lights! Joke intended, much? Ha, yes! 


Conclusion 


I literally glow from a little sunlight in a rampant overture of captive motions. I hope, learn, acknowledge, and continue to predict good observations. In pure hope; hope so much that the ones who know it best end up prospering from being even able to grow into the life n’ times of societal draggers that remain unknown and unspecified. This is so; so that I may learn in death. Instead…I live. If you feel like a real princess then by all means make the account then get on with the show! You were meant to be king, too! Just kidding. It’s odd to say mostly everyone has a copy and it’s because they probably are! Making it your own in your decided base is child-like but you know your abandoned shelf due to it being the is of what was the actual life you spent living on another choice! If you find people stupid and ingrained from ignorance, go find another purgatory that already found the hate for you. If you think the weaning off of medication is strictly secretarial. The problem that a secret person lies about is a physical denomination that makes other people sick of hearing about— if only. Do you really call health overall hooks on a swing? I wonder many things about what society has swung in my eleven years out. Woah is me; me so woah to even flow. Don’t call me a singularity when I call you a snitch who comes from stupid. With being able to have to know a sacrifice or sacrificial bow; the bow is a whore who finds a forgiven try at undertow. They may be pests cared for by something incomplete but the life sworn in with cheese is a mouse who had it best! If sacrifice and manpower is a choice people find stupidious…pawn the other and put on the shades like your mother. This entry here is going to town with the worst and most dangerous because my realness lacked but I knew instinct was way better to explain routes and allies. No more alleged allies — only a dictated existence gone together so to be forcibly fair and watched always when without further notice. The notice in Canada is shambled, shackled, and presumably non-existent to the suffering and full of peace not dictatorship and learnt democracy. Hugs to those feeling down is the beaten path — a public road. A mysterious one to those up in the hills, mountains, and crevices found but not written about to this day that is untaken for. What do we do? Seize the day and encounter the battle of yourself moving onto dier promoted incomes whether this may mean money to you or not! Question: What does money root itself in you for? Do you give it meaning? Does it say anything about you and your life's meaning? We live on; on to figure and choose this traceable choice  madness! 
The Doctored Humanity 
Storytime for y'all. I was born hyperactive with no wants for the exterior comfort given by my mom unless I literally threw myself into her arms. From my view, it comes in waves. It’s almost as if dominance eradicated the human being within me causing a self-destructing social dialect that overtook my livelihood. I was an indefinite behavioral load. Coming from within the Hayes residence there really was a self-adjusting
happy-go-to living circumstance that was able to launch our childhood expeditions. Although there is a family flaw as I’m sure it has come from many ancestors on either side, it is but one point in which the realisation and enlightenment that life goes on sporadically in the end. You must go your own way after having learnt the most possible success mechanisms that are to make things better. I’ve yet to believe in new sights and heights! Hidden pastures grazed with new and inviting excitement. Furthermore, surely with intrinsic surroundings that entail both likeable and torn submission, unearthing and prone realities was stirring with switched livelihood bases. The bases were imploded, rich, and detailed in instinct and bourne attitudes. I see no turns. Swerve. I see no signals. Crash. Incredible bias. Nobody is gonna' try me. Go ahead and bash trust! No driving but bus transportation. I see city lights. Lonesome nights. A kitty for me. A world to see. Nobody ever is gonna' make me. So let me be free; let all of me be! After all the psych ward visits and intensive care unit near death experiences, I overheard an early morning comment that my dad posed; “There is a show and what the family is going through has a similar case to Ky. It's like she's rubbing off and making us have a mental illness." In my view, if my case was collected and reviewed with my explanation of how it got to that point there would be no point in kicking me out. This is what they feel and what they see in function with what they can do! I act anxious all the time whether it be physically, emotionally, mentally physically and am always walking on eggshells – my own…especially at night. I say sorry all the time when it is my basic needs that are not being met . My Dad tried to help me by saying; “Physical work is the only way,” and my only thought would be that there was already a rapture within the works of my own mind frame. The conclusion would have to be I just can’t be me if the version of me is fraudulent of who I might become. Judging the stage I can be in versus the scenario being brought out is a great way to work through the mental punches we get through. Sometimes we may go around, not through, we single out ways only to find ways to cope and easily rebound new hope to go through the next mental maze. It shouldn't be a jump for health. Stuff like that takes time. Not all of us know how to do it with just a dosage of medicine or organised grouping therapy. Almost every young adult goes through this! Why? Because more than 50% of my friends go through it every year — we’re all so young with me being in the young of our prime — pun intended! On top of that I was trying medicine trials for the past 11 years and constantly wrecking bodily potential; it brings you back to think of what and where things went wrong! The severing of friendships, the moving of your home base, the average mourning or rebirth of your kindred spirit – always. I just touched the tip of the iceberg in the end of this empirical stance in an entry on unforeseeing heights and the plights to make yourself stand, apply. And, dealing with fitting needs and affection is your love. Love yourself, my lovelies. 
Company Hill 
The place from which I thrive in mental noise is but a time when you don’t care that you have to prescreen a community and humanity. The humanities we learn for our kids are the humanities that are already here and that thought from which we arrive is like smacking someone in the face and calling it company hill. Others never said devilish people are the company so that’s why good moves are talkative finishes…not a law but highly cared and shared with a great blame on others who do not and could not repeat it on others! The dancing finish could be good, yes, in spite of the fact that there is no minimalism going on in parliament. Batter up! Batting those eyelashes and brushing your hair are like issues for faith-like convos that walk with you and this primal Earth. The conversations in a real time apparatus can be nurtured to stop mental welfare. The family I trust finds art to be funny and in the sake for which a hierarchy is overbooked is simple . I always feel the weird ground we are on with a deadly history of the sick and sung people who hung those who were most promisingly everything that knew it takes getting all you want and then losing it to know what real freedom is. Freedom of the thought that the world is ending when you need to express the thought that those who know just know. The contact life from my point had me pissing and playing in the fountain of youth to naturally increase a bigger flame. The hills are the finals used up in the very eyes of a grounding compromise. Goating in a social republic is one! The republic of no good liberal thinkers trapped by their hatred of the human eye. Owls are at night and from a total envelopment of the law in governing dear and earnest sighing with a blue population in a country so red and white because not everyone is in red and white due to civil rights issues. Canada is a dealer…company hill. 
Burn, Baby, Burn!
I was trapped. I was burning as a phoenix. My flesh, skin, and bones. Nowhere was there a forward button and no way from which I came. But, with my senses still in direct, blatant contact with my soul and hopping from limbo to purgatory is my real life. Everyone on the planet has encountered competition at one time or another but it has been the sole eternal process of the individual and destiny in disruption is but a proud fantasy I will never vow to complete. I will keep trying to eat my cheese . Wait so to make sure the piety in me is sure…there’s no literal marriage to be creamy with; cream cheese is just how I roll my di in life. Unknowingly committing to a fight where I endured a lot of tears and real fears from stupid evil queens is bamboozlement. It means one who stays in power in life is never in actual power themselves. That’s the human condition. On the other hand, you’ve got health. We are all like power plants with backup generators. Once we have the strength to backup one generator we should have a real human precipice on our hands. Like real bees buzzing around taking on their last rounds of the season; leaves lay out a soft bed for what is fertile land during winter’s untimely wrath. The ideas that are still here in a young, middle-aged, and an elder is the state of the soul. Regarding my story as it may as well be a part of our whole strength in uniting becomes a point where I had to start fighting, kicking, scratching, telling, grabbing and foreboding the real future and footsteps I hated to coax because that was my only displeasure! For the sake of my own sanity and others there comes a rising initiative and living project for a teaching kind of commission. It’s the explanation of Earth’s fate. 
A Riddled Gala 
How do you bite an apple? Being destroyed into a crown is nothing. I will scurry and rise. Anything can happen about ancestral ties in a covenant. My apple is the sideline of going forth into an apple orchard. To kill off a struggle of growth is overcoming those who act like children and get everything they want. It’s clear to see that a bite of an apple is wrong unless it is not good for your health. The statement of ridicule is like my constant experiences in Canada. Raising no thought process with a containment is like selling garbage. There’s no one there. Or is there? A gala apple is a staple so it must be time to enforce and violate! I don’t want to talk about unfair treatments for those who are still in a womb in life. Who messes with the baby versus a bad kid who gets everything they want. Some people know how to play the game. Why would you be a big ruler or a big little person! They are all around! They’re everywhere — a true misconception. Who detailed the concept of my constant heartthrob…it’s flared nostrils make me feel sexy. Sexy only lasts for so long until you eat a gala apple. Who’s narrating who at this point in my memoir? Let’s rat around the tricky and find those of what have to of been; been rotten to the core. I don’t even want a bystander in my relationships…especially if you are an apple in an orchard! The main objective or goal, if you will, is forging an unseemingly ordinary human being who fends for themself, into a life of its own true qualities. With the exception of being able to see the atrocities of a life standard — a preset way that acknowledges we all must at least once live before we all die. Due to the uncertainty of being surrounded by continuing illnesses that were fashioned by the dextile trap in a natural competition. The sole decision making process of our ego emits cold snow. A way a person is loved and is love intermittently disturbed the flow of life as well as lived anecdote. The decision to leave, die, not create, and no longer linger still exists even if we follow the same path. Until you find your actual home you may book a blocked entryway forged through a classic lifetime. Truthfully, you never know what you’re going to get until you read the Atlantean version of you in this book which was woven slowly until it became what it is now; now of the present! That's liie going into the storm. Right?! Ha, yes. 
Putting Our House In Order 
Reimagining the value of art takes a unifying platform for racializing rationales creating an arch or flow again. To overcome the influence of trying to fix a sabotaged house offers no accounts or money — just time and commitment. There’s a constant level of anarchy through trade in barriers, innovation, expression and ideals. Idealistic barriers add tattoos almost like a tiny seed into a growing plant's faults! It is something that exists. They offer new beginnings for money making and marketing purposes. What is the place for creativity when we’re not doing it for money? Is it due for ourselves to enjoy the joy of it? The joy of it never existed. Just fiddling around again — the joy of life is real. Real news and dust from chimneys never swept make sabotaging a civilization never following the most important path in health history. COVID 19 was a worldly illness and
every single time someone wanted the dosage they got it from a person who served them greatly with no spiritual spiralling towards the open vaccine formulation in the direction of our outermost human cortex. 
Ethereal 
A one in a million shot means that the current sequence misuses a purpose that ‘god playing us’ doesn’t even seem real. When you mess with god’s willful ways, earth and its category of selected person(s) you have both a stalemate and jailbreak. And that’s good. Weathering of one’s soul is calculated theft for a rising population without building structure or cycle. If you think this makes an example of an airplane. A precedent is therefore elevated and most likely crashes if it’s not well taken care of. Once I was a presidential humanitarian without clear or defined cause and effect. Shadow rain is a person without anything and that thinks they’ll save our world when it’s up to our maintenance or chilling ourselves out of a Sahara-like heat. When I look at my family I see real… and when I see others - a lot of the time - I see those who are in comas! Little did they know, people know the community and when we hurt one another we can coexist with the fact that some people aren’t so acceptable. The funniest thing is that when I was born on January 18th 1997 - a world was born and we wondered where we'd all gone. Where did all the people go? I would ask although I was too swarmed by too many who wanted something but settled with everything! I don’t like talking about religion, the universe or simple political world making… I called to journey with those who know that if it’s going to happen in the comfort and security of your own well being then I’d say that you are; we are one in a million. 
Futuristic Hopes 
I must have had you at hello, my reader. In a nutshell, I'm so happy for the now of which we all are welcomed and living in today. It would appear extremely scary if we were to get into an argument to celebrate new beginnings only later failing to look for the proof in the pudding sometimes through no discourse for controlled channels throughout this book. It means I have more success in the endeavour. This makes the hallmark of this book originally written with wreaked pure imagination and art of mind. I was losing it fast and I chose to write it out. If a patched system of entries amidst me on medication was the world losing it fast where withdrawals had set it for what was a clearly defined severe chemical imbalance unforetold. Then, what else is going on with the world and not just me? I never had the right to explore due to the fact the outside world only rattled my personal encounters. And, the only diagnosis of Borderline Personality Disorder fits the bill when everyone else is willing to help on the frontlines. Bordered personality is like a demon being cast into you only to feel the fits of its revenge later when you fall back to sleep. It more so dilutes a mental mishap torn through sleeplessness and having been expected to do something proper but no one expects the missing parts. The missing parts make you full of defiance – constantly at war with everything and everyone. The Devil's talons feel like they dig into innocent raw skin as there is a space to haunt your mind’s apparatus. The devil inside who haunts and torments your soul’s qualities sends a refuge away as you try to sleep. The sorting and riding of unmarked walls wherein one seeps a bigger hated time boost as surges are felt in the outer atmosphere of self. A more impulsive surge and feelings of felt abandonment in it are where forced frontline effects sears better alternatives for certain. As though the behaviour and passing of time is not enough. Feeling more of us at war seen in a Canadian citizen’s well-being is but who we have been a part of. The edges are smudged and ashes burn into a ceremonial networking as I write out my delinquencies in a settled manner; so righteously holy and so distinct. I involve myself in the distinctive attempts to pursue dreams starting from an innocent thread. From thread to fabric varying in many colours reminiscent of the tapestry is tapped out at holiday events and celebrations later discussed in my memoir. The main objective or goal, if you will, is the idea of forging me being a seemingly ordinary being who fends for an active change setter encompassing changemaker characteristics due to the undertaking of obtaining a mental illness that may be out of sight and out of mind at time as it was used to undergo good practice and formation accounts. I fabricate the identity disturbance in my Borderline which internalises itself in a sort of fabrication and abolishment of what is real. It is harmful to ignore your distress, though? Where an attitude presents itself with the world I delve into, a world of new transition after years and years and years of trials, tribulations, medications, doctors, superfluous faith, and so on finally is known. I was trapped. Nowhere was there a forward button and no way from which I came. But, with my senses still in direct, blatant contact with soul I was still able to manoeuvre my way out of hell into more but then right out of hades. How long did it take me? Everyone's encountered competition at one time or another but it is the sole decision
making process of the individual that eternally and intermittently interrupts the flow of a certain livelihood that is affected by situational deficiencies. My life has consisted of many flipped situations that, by default, misinterpret my reality making the overall outcome of my doings linger. I've forebode a point in time where I no longer had to encompass the burden of being a conditioned negative defence much to any longer. A conditioned rat would know immediately and certainly would be sensitive enough to have felt pain and triggers to scurry off to a comforting patch to build a home. Like people like-minded with the population. You turn right; shock input is risen. You turn left; an even bigger shock! Chance is only by repeating these steps over and over and over is that of when you'll find the desired cheese. If that. 
Dealing With Beliefs In Christ 
I am in opposition with questioning Christ and all of his blessings. Was he real? I think if he was and so he did all of that fancy stuff and when then slaughtered on a wooden cross in front of a mass of witnesses he would have had a right to life his own way right now if reborn. I’ve only come to that answer because I care for Christ just as he cares for us in an undoubtedly worldly way. Best thing is - we don’t have to believe but we have to believe in humane humanity and all that is good for us and our world environment so, really, it starts at home. This is directly linked to my subconscious and the real source; our supposed God complex. A working heart, mind, and soul. Why would I ever attest to this cause? The answer is quite bonkers as it is simply a yes movement. It can be quite defined as a mental state in which mental malfunction as opposed to a likeness for a rather dared submersion deems true! That’s what it was. Ultimately me submerging the outer cortex of my imagination into a reality foretold. To make honesty and truth a couple of many characteristics within one human being as we seek to understand truth and honesty. Many times through discourse and hard lessons! I had to undertake the taking on of Christ-like qualities. Christ is the likeness and livelihood good people have and whether you love that word Christ or not you need to understand sacrifice. Sacrifice has the marks and make up human beings, yes. Also, other animals in the animal kingdom but surely you should know that I am focusing on human character. But, I quite literally sold myself out. I sold myself out in a way that worried, well, everyone who paid interest in me. Also, the life I have served and my livelihood revolving around my outside surroundings. The amount of changes that I’ve endured through a series of life tests so far is just stupendous. I would twist my mind so that I was able to create possibilities in a likeness for a rather dared submersion. A likeness for a rather dared submersion is me understanding that Christ is a gift and defines what the Alpha and the Omega is. It would appear as fundamental features marked within human character guiding you to higher well-being. I attest myself to an even bigger cause. As I was tried, tested, choked and bound it brought forth a peculiarity. It is an aspect that stretched across the entirety of the who, what, where, how, and why as to why was to be felt as the trenches of despair. That whole sentence is but a fragment for what it feels like to be choked by society. For the lonely and sick somehow proves to us the motive it takes to change. That would be a higher motive. Even there I lay falling asleep every night in hopes for something that was circumstantial—a new path. In spite of my references, these days I know that with every passing blinking moment it goes without fault that I engage myself in a standstill for two very special needs: love and life. I know how blessed I am - now. Understood and undated is the subconscious that lives in our lives and, to me, becomes just as fair treatment as there’s no telling me what my soul's wants and needs are. I found that out myself. Believe what you want because in the end we are all still human with the good alternative to make good choices for the greater and more out of the common good. In the moment you may or may not be in a powerful forward motive but everything happens for a reason. 
Rocking Boat 
A personal way of life rises and changes. The evolution of self, navigating the ins and outs of unfiltered speech, and upholding loveable souls who were coerced and misjudged bring us to how some of us drown in reality. Honestly. That's most often to escape that feeling inside of my own head. It's all I think about so very often! That one voice that slowly was ending me. Uh-oh. Maybe you have a similar experience? This came with changes in my taste for fashion and style, nail art, matching my socks to my underwear, and managing my circumstances. I never wanted to do anything because of the infiltration not dealt with by our most basic people. I have all these explanations happening in my memoir. Haven’t you noticed who's the leader in your own personal world away from others? To batten down the hatches and see real people in realistic visions seems to become untouched. Life's a rocking boat, you never really know when your boat will need work before the initial sinking. When I look at my ego I
think good and when I see bad and achievable then yes, our lifeline is of uttermost importance. I chose to hop in the getaway car of a new love life. On the Nova scotian outline, after all, it's the world who runs itself mad. But, somehow, we have options. New and advanced sciences make the most of the human condition and really make us feel better and we do better. I don't know but whenever I see good things I'm reminded of my interior complex. It's a state of mind within the apparition of human conduct. We need to push the envelope and discover new territory in this new era of understanding. Things make themselves anew all the time so we must adapt like a tree growing in cement. It's hard but you're alive. Scorched and melted down by the hands of fate, evolution at its finest does show. With all these rollercoaster days coming you are all onto a new forefront with no way back. I define my livelihood health battle as me sinking in a thick liquid that disallows me from being able to move in its entirety. Life got heavy and I couldn't just give up. The liquid made me sink down, down, down until we can no longer remember the real person I was. Deja-vu. I found myself in a constant state of despair because I couldn’t make my own choices anymore. Not without a little advice and support. That's why life is a rocking boat...we don't know where the pitfalls are going to come from next! Story of my life. 
By Empirical Means 
Life catches moments that are so pure. I have found the most gentle in it, making life stories so complete. My soul catches flight and is immersed in passionate love being able to forge something even greater than expectation itself. Be it the beating reason and silent whisper among the crowds; the substantial beating of my heart introduces the grace of an unaccustomed curdling of the blood. My soul’s first flight draws on real flames inducing conclusions to fulfilment and conscientiousness of my own journey. I ran away from my problems. Why would I ever attest to this cause? What is a human endeavour? Why am I made to be the person I am to be today? Is it life that is really the cause and effect currently really centering me around me? Is there a choice to anything when I revolve myself around only and most particularly mental health? The answer is quite obvious and the problem I may have seen is that my happiness was almost too easy to attain, maintain, and nevertheless perfectly sewn as excitable pleasure than a simple gesture away voiding your own shadow in self discovery. That is my rampant overture. A rampant overture is something that takes everything and consumes it without terror and increased dissonance. Kindness alters fate as a father rather than destiny as a brother but maybe they both exist and it is you alone who must face the new possibilities of such a future chosen by the hands of you making your mark? You could be having a good day and then trialling something that sets you on course into a future you never planned into a future you never imagined. This gentle yearning timeless formula, by empirical means, can be quite themed as a mental stake that brought me to the frank attitudes of realness and falsity of a higher smarts. Not even the outer parts of contextual sickness can make the right flats on health attitudes to explain how I feel about humanity and the human health spectrum important. There’s an immediate hope that things will advance into poisonous health and wellness and issues. A call for me to be frank at once inside the marks of a health institution wasn’t my only try at seeking help. I no longer served a purpose because as you may read between the lines I was a developed person with a cracked identity. I was totally shipwrecked at sea. The identity being involved in quaint disaster plots and everything seemed to be a mistake of what already happened. All the havoc with all new parts considered wrought interwoven concepts in a perilous mental smarts this whole time was eleven years of supervised raw talent going to waste. A timeless stance within a recuperated set period of time proclaims raw tragedy. What I mean is that anyone can be homeless, poor, and distraught without food and resources. Heck, I was put into a hospital subjected to a floor named psych. Submerging the outer limits of my imagination into human reality forced me to think up strategies of how to write a foretelling of events as if I were to solve a global problem. You know, God is governing it all and not even remotely our people. We never made sense but are living as new contributions to society. I have the marks and make up of a human being who has encountered herself, yes. Describing the whole of how we are all living by is my real warm watch on society from my own body. Rearing around blood curdling drama with reality piles upon itself until it curls into an age in a tree. I can’t put my fingers on it but I don’t lay things to rest due to the fact that human stories making visits to my livelihood made the most of a good life while I transitioned into a human being far greater on similar pathways among better horizons!
Royal Introduction To The Key — Short Story 
I sat fervently at myself in my makeshift mirror. The faucet suddenly streamed pink…uh-oh. I looked at the clock hung by a string on the wall. I judged the timing precisely. I sat up…oh-no. “I have orthostatic hypertension again!” I hollered. I resisted the pull of the dizziness dragging me down. It's midnight. The gush of head pain was traumatic. I had hit my head earlier that hour and all around me seemed to come rushing to a halt to me not feeling good on top of me not feeling good. “It’s not like I expected this to happen,” I thought out loud. I managed to pour the remainder of my champagne out and put the mouldy coffee cup beside me in the trash bin. I looked up at my reflection peering at me from the faucet. I would think that by this time I would be fine but I wasn’t. I was clearly withdrawn from the medicine I so savagely took myself off after my near death accident. “You should be fine,” David hopefully smiled from the opening of the bathroom door. “I’ll know when you know, seriously?” I smiled back. “How’s taking your medication now seem to you? Can you tolerate it?” David asked wryly. I swung my hands by my stomach. “I can try,” I laughed like it was my first try at real life in what seemed like forever. So you see, everyone can be there for you in the long run. You just need to press for what's in the now. Didn’t at least one of the six hundred patients think about leaving the medication forefront and joining with the other side? That’s what I did occasion after occasion. Time after time. Did it ever work? Yes. Life improved a little but not by a lot. 
I made everything public only to appear even quieter. The amount of changes that I’ve endured through a series of life tests, so far, is appalling. Not including a fight to include social timing. A waste of time twists my mind so that I am not able to approach new dialectic scenarios. And, creating possibilities is a likeness for a rather dared submersion. The memories of a real-time instantaneous thought. This would appear as fundamental features as markers within human character. The human character guides itself to an even bigger cause. My human character is flawed. As I was tried, tested, choked and bound in a way by the hands of the analogy I bring forth it brings togetherness of compliments. Togetherness to where we have all, in our global society, secure ourselves with our focused breath, dialect, thoughts, emotions, and expressive conduct. There we bring forth a peculiarity in connection to things that stretched across the entirety of the who, what, where, how, and why as to why was to be felt as the trenches of despair for the lonely and sick. Somehow I had to prove myself — motive. Even there I lay falling asleep every night in hopes for something that was circumstantial. In spite of my references these days, I know that with every passing blinking moment it goes without fault that I engage myself in a standstill for two very special needs: love and life. I know how blessed I am - now. Yes! I haven't figured out my life so to have a reader following along is the cherry on top of a perfect publishing. To get the start up of this memoir is proof of completion from a start for me. A start to a starvation for love in all aspects. It’s like a mind that does not listen to music. Fond memories are the bicycles we ride through hardship. The questions you have already been met with is by inheritance. They were not spoken with by the human need to have human will but it’s with getting to know a human by memories is where trust is rightfully established. No man can take a memory. They can only try to retain an intelligence but never fully can take the integral counterpart of the human character. 
Harmonic Tendencies 
This book was slaved with effort, exact findings, and the strength of a young adolescent’s mistake. A mind mishap; if you don't mind me saying, is a bone frame entailing a writer’s variety both compliant and still. Yet, findings were prioritised, mistaken, and bestowed remarkably in the plights of insight into something that shows the uniqueness of human scarcity and our timeful efforts. I was in the woods of a mental break to discover a new way of thought. Same to what the doctors would dominate in their own works to tell me my story but there must have been a loose thread along the way. To me, there hadn't been any other way. It is not like I know the entirety of what's happened but the fact that I coasted and made its ways with myself along the mental health spectrum all while detailing the works of this book is pretty explainable. Intentful even with the courage of I, a singular pattern as unsteady as I was. When climaxed times crossed new paths we forgot the past. Seventeen years old and already taking a personal teenage years in an isolative, fancy, rotted reality. Trials through trial in and out of severed institutions throughout my teenage life. Life can be an actual institution, can't it? I brought to fruition and a separative help at times of most need so here it is, folks. I needed help. Yes, mental harmonic vibes to continue your life but you are in the society you helped create. Society is an example of world order. Once you start to listen others
are paying themselves to stop and make real bread and butter quite literally. Others are being paid to post and make ends meet with the drama they dish out. Yes, you need yourself at all times to make these good decisions on how to sensitise yourself from all the jamming and forced precipices that only matter to cliques that are created when someone wants to take a side. One step at a time now. Not everyone needs a group and not everyone needs help no matter where you're at so take the time to really enjoy this book. At any age, to try to do the foreign things at an independent handle is great. I think I will switch to the topic of an independent handle on things. An independent handle is the work of an independent professional that just takes time. It can be time to be a jack of all trades. It can be time to start raw and work it from within with your independence. Not every person you meet is a working professional, though. It starts with the movement and flow of making things neat and then meandering for improvement. You prove to yourself a means of just needing to be okay before you work yourself as a professional in the workplace. 
Reality Slips 
Little did I know what I was dealing with when I was clearly near constantly desperate and sad. But, in desperation, I decided to do what I did and rise to the occasion. What were the necessary actions used against me? In and out with my story, there is a conclusion that reaps and demands new chances to rise above and rise against. At this point, I'm ready to have kids, I should be finishing up university, and doing those things only I would find in my own happiness. But it is here that I am put back on a backlogging system only to be found by a group of Nova Scotians later on to help me uncover what I am and translate that into what it looks like when I can do things like my book. The number one question is this: something archaic about me was frankly happening to me in my case scenario. No matter what, I never expected total corrosion of the only things that mattered to me and how I understood why I was declining in health. All that was on file was little to no proof or explanation to encourage me to try over, over, and over again. Depression hit and I continually stayed in this rare hope and distinguished resilience, also 'my baptismal name', and brought that hope then on into and from the abuse that was not done in the past but was affecting me in the present in 2014-2022. I never asked for it but was probed inside the psychiatric institution only to come out of the inside world the institution partook in as innocent. As of now, getting the news that few doctors I felt were on the right track were never quite heard correctly was like a slap in the face. Notably, there was nothing to look forward to. Feelings of defeat in regards to my livelihood was the hindsight of perfect authoritative choices that were mistaken as sickness when in my head I only approached my full life in strict self defence. The near constant verdict was this: Kylie is to be medicated and to be connected to supports…after human error had already been committed. I ask a question to those of status to this very day; what kind of clean up method is the Mental Health institution really engaging in when there was me, the details and questions more or so woven in and out of my dwelling where I found the light after being negligent and unwilling of accepting full professional help and not just a crutch. After all, the only help I needed in the very beginning was for my personality and lifeline to be recognized and treated was counselling and not medication. I only realised I was at a loss when they medicated me until I was noticeably unrecognisable, antisocial, in too deep psychologically, and scarred by the makes of the dated psychiatric ward. I am celebrating you. I am celebrating. Far out as the eyes may see. During the interventions, I still see you. I saw them. I saw us. An actual person turned inside out. I didn't believe it could happen until it happened to me. The very definition of a very contemptuous journey which had, amidst all the sluggish, dreadful, and very lonely days I had to encounter by myself, almost made it impossible not to write at least a sentence. I was high. I was high on prescription drugs. A world of hope, though. It's what I held onto. A burst of tranquillity. I was to be with myself for days on end. A journal of faith. Moreso, written by the likes of experience. 
Potatoes 
Dude — hey, you. Yes, you! Dude! My one and only, if that, reader who must be reading my memoir. What’s it like being you? What’s the result? Have you ever been reading and don’t know how it is you get off on things? Read this sh!t. I grew up weird. The present moment of which you read may very well be the safest niche, the safest state of mind, the safest of my dues with best regards to me of course and all the choices I was able to make as a righteous person. Decisions get made and when I am still a young soul in the world with a child’s mind still in play up to twenty five years old, something still is so very clear. With shelter, food, a bed, and a whole lot of love you wouldn’t think I’d have had my share of having it all - what do you think? Just kidding - who wouldn’t think you had it all after you’ve gone having every psychological need acquired, attained, and so
crisply maintained. After reading so far about what you’ve gained in my memoir, I have to divulge one missing piece of information. I think it is just so complex because to begin with, the very fabric of a child’s livelihood lacks experience, tact, thought processing skills, and the domain of where they thrive in a certain environment. Environments change and adaptability is either learned or chucked out your window just like a ripe apple goes rotten if harvesting time goes indistinct. To this day, I still have and grow in an illegitimate insight after a legitimate near-death suicidal experience. But this book written by the act of me changed me. I can’t say it was not life changing because I knew that everyone would have been wrong — it was my experience, my life, and ultimately - my choice. Because apparently I was born abnormal where my life is crystal clear…the path of which I unknowingly follow. When it was clear there was some kind of misuse of actions and language in my house according to me, and my self-righteous attitude, there had to be some kind of matching and synchronisation with my daily life. But, to you, in literal terms, my precious reader, I invoke the very phrase “and the fat lady sings.” We are living these immediate lives and can essentially make anything of them. 
Funnier Tunnels With Trails Amongst 
To rat around into a little mouseling. To be or not to be. But to be a rat is to be an angry individual. No good omens come with rats around…maybe mice. A little mouseling, perhaps. Baby mice are just so cute…so pink and so many! Tell me; what are you dreaming about right now? Learn that, sweetheart. An angry individual usually refuses help and that’s when it’s time to think about yourself. Like a startling sigh, fate had finally found you. But, when you know Earth has survived near cataclysmic events before then we can do it all over again. You learn to mature and grow as much as you can to survive the present matter. Where’s the struggle of us little’s in an even grander generation? Little people are good like pet hamsters…they’re good until they do something like bite! The great ol’ mice family. But, they’re so cute though. Finding refuge through salvation is where it's at since people are flocking to see better flats. When we look at ourselves and our lives we see a better hatred for what was killer to us: no goodness and no humanity. I feel as though I have something in common with every creature on this planet and each has a quality that I acquire within me. I feel as though the entire world and all of its qualities are within me! I seek truth and am being gradually told everything I need to know in small fragmented pieces so that I can piece it all together by myself. This year has been incredibly hard to write even an entry for my memoir but we began again and I began again. I’ve ended another journey and am starting out on a new one. It’s not about being easy but more about what’s stronger…and still getting stronger. To face the evils and sheer atrocities relayed out in this world is truth in humanity. The universe is definitely by my side. Questions I’ve had in the past: am I right for wanting to be an apprentice? To stay standing by your side to make a difference in this world is what I still see in this world as one who is not a rat but a timekeeper. You’re addicted to stuff. So what? Is it hurting you? All of the baggage society has just dumped onto you. Every bad situation switches it up to urge self conditioned apparatuses. The life you find addicting and peaceful is the willingness to step into the woods and find your indictment. Maybe, you’ll find a company who can represent your ideas. All I know is I don’t want to play house. I don’t know how to play house without a stable structure. For profiling purposes…it’s true! A bright shirt anticipates getting prepared for long cold fronts. The unexpected. Every time I think something is going to happen I think of my favourite colours: burgundy, dark green, and rustic yellow. A white colour is often represented as pure - not our skin because we hold many lies…each and every one of us. If you were to ever walk in a hand painted white house you’d probably feel good. Would you seek blue perhaps? Sticking it to the man is our prime example of optimum mental standing without physical health until one sees world steps. My last name was but a proud endeavour where the rebellion of man met critical mankind problems which are explored in efforts of renewing criticism in light! Light and criticism are in a mother tongue in a vast religious base. A based religion starts with something good, spawns something great, and doesn’t repeat steps because they are applied in better application of ways. Sleepy egos, like mine, have met the moats and done dungeons and dragons over and over and over again. But, little by little, forget about Candyland and food fights while we are in mental warfare. Habitual needs are the white house gardening grass pastures and greener fields. Would you live in this white house? You never know…stranger things have happened to those who fight real world torment. The torment that is killing your well being of emotion and soul qualities; qualities knowing what real freedom is but is not getting it. That’s my ten years in and out of an asylum type institution. In and out of the Canadian Health institution makes no difference in pain so I keep writing for a day when it does all make sense. 
The Trip Home Introduction
A chance to keep a record of, hmm, I can’t quite put my finger on it…maybe call it the life and times of an agnostic freak. Nope. Too wordy. 
Too frank. Too dialectic. As the livelihoods of those around me and in me diminished there became instinct. I see creativity. Blank incredulity. I unknowingly committed to the fight with a multitude of mental straps bound to my wrists so that I may endure the pain...not escape it. It’s a consistency like our four seasons. No matter how much you try to change it there will always be an altering within itself in a timeless but reckless fashion. Our souls prepare us for the fight but the spiritual essence of our being knows much better. I've always seen human beings as fragile but tough little things. But, when enduring the fight we forget who really sees the whole picture - our soul. The ideas are in the state of the soul. Like bees buzzing around taking on their last rounds of the season; leaves lay out a soft bed for what is to be mulch after winter's untimely wrath. Somehow, I barely made it out! The only difference of getting back into my bubble was going back to the time of life that brought me most delicately: joy, laughter, empathy, so much love, and unending happiness. Christmas hits home, birthdays arise, and I feel risen alive and grateful for everything that is accounted for joy that brings me back to the drawing board for years now. Until now. I hope this timeless memoir brought forth to any generation is the first of its new breath and opportunity. You just have to embrace the one that you're on. If, somehow, I had had kids, I would turn out poor. But at the moment, not having kids, I do feel free because I can help raise yours and other individuals' thoughtful promotion of this book. It started as something but became one. I do feel like a woman, naturally. So, culturally, that's pretty good. But, sometimes you're not allowed to say, 'I didn't want to have kids because I was gay." Still, this may be true in your case, but feel your way through it my reader because without feeling we wouldn't be drawn to the light. Others may say they just want a smooth encounter with whatever they have to face.I think as a man it's like, oh yeah, cool, you didn't want to have kids. 
Now, women are getting more free to just make their own choices and integral votes. That's exactly right! Women need to come out of hiding. I can't because of money, I can't because of whatever it takes to raise one. I'm not ready to abuse my child or run the risk of mental health issues due to risk of them committing spiritual and physical suicide. I can not do it but there is a God and there is hope for a life which I value. My own. You're addicted to stuff. So what. Is it hurting you? Someone's hurt and baggage dumped onto you. Oh, maybe you've had a lover that's done every possible bad thing to urge yourself to get out of the situation and switch it up until the life you find addicting and peaceful is the willingness to step into the woods and find your indictment. Maybe, you'll find the enlightenment that you need to go from and delve in all the time! My world has changed once again because of my audacity to feel things while on the move. Love was the essence in absolute perfectness as it’s one of my life’s conclusions to settle on the Atlantic ocean in Nova Scotia, Canada. Better yet, it is an involuntary one. It was meant to happen as that seemingly overwhelming security surrounded me went in and out fleeting like a melting ice cube. Love is my personal security blanket whom I love and so willingly devote to...with all my heart. It's that one moment in time where the truth literally sets you free as every follicle falls into place. All of the juices start to flow as all of the little gizmos inside stir and recreate. Molecules in your body become interconnected to your mind, body, and soul. Your mind quiets, time stops, and age suffices as love submits to your ego and my memoir. As my creator watches and celebrates it has never been so clear: the ultimate truth that has manifested itself in our very being. Never has there been such divine love as this. We are creation at its finest when our divine self is at play. I have gone through the finest flames. It was 1997 that I met my parents. It was the eighteenth of January in a century that opted out of a penitentiary existence. The ones who all save a slave versus ones who know a brother, a sister, extended family member and even pets. If you try to know your rope and it unties, what do you do? Are you puzzled or are grilling gold for what it really is - unkind baiting that governs our population? Stupid bystanders and subcultured prodigies don’t know they get caught up and get put out of sorts. Opting to co-op people into a future never imagained is a phobia of mine to make up an instruction manual to survive something that I’m going through like mental illness along with the autistic spectrum. A gay happy person as directed out of the dictionary is an instigator…well, instigate this! I’ve been stated caucasian to many but not to myself. I see cultures and want to get involved. A mind-state apparatus puzzle that asks how can I make us, as a population, a co-opt puzzle? Our human powers that govern the human condition are kind of silly. It’s shaggy. I'm too shaggy to play a sort of powerman.
Time Frame Guilt 
There are more Red and blue violins which are rare and have crazy backstories. Crazy to think about with the exception of impartial bias. A violin displays itself to play all kinds of harping sounds. Surprise! With musical talent but not motive I am conforming with a musical piece that is uplifting and pure. Hearts collide, the reason beyond the great advice. I ain’t even trying to tell the time. Books are read though as they tend to get inside our heads. I play the lottery I’m winning. You see, I'm 26 years old; see me bust outta’ prison! I just can’t sleep at night, someone told me it’s gonna’ be alright! Hearts collide, soul’s untwine, I ain’t even gotta’ try to tell the time to take care of business.The it of something. The something of it. It is something that someone already has. The has-beens. Are they actually just beans to the plant world? All you gotta give the people is water. A little food and nurture never harmed nobody. Nobody is all I’ve ever felt to have been because I’ve been so reluctant to write this book in a storybook fashion. You guys need to know my inner thoughts and feelings about life. The life I know is intertwined in my memoir. I promise that if there’s a will there’s a way and it’s actually about us. Noodles are noodles as people noodle a cause. The caught are caused by captured causation effects. I’m still breathing. One, two, three. More than one but not less than none equals three in my eyes. I find myself sailing deep into the horizon on a noodle in salt water. I am a noodle among mr.noodles myself and that’s for sure. Counselling through vision is my art piece here in the span of this entry. The vision is prolific stagnation so that unrendered precipices may be hard at play. Foul balls hit hard but it’s with the right attempts that we find home. With the end in mind, there’s nothing we can’t accomplish when we set our minds to it. Like race car drivers in a sahara-like desert heat we are born to race with the eagle, soar amongst the clouds on a fast jet-like aeroplane in hopes of freeing the men and women of this country. A greater destination and better understanding to take a few adjustments for you just know when it is time to adjust. A tree can lay its roots anywhere it sees befitting or natural to growth. Growth in conduct is also very important. To be born in this lifetime is one mighty step towards gold but staying in that goal to thrive in comfortable and health-aware status scenarios is true greatness of that which we all attain. Another chance at life is yet another opportunity to do what’s right for a species whether it be an animal, a friend, or a plant. A living species is the pivotal peak of a new romance or movement in understanding the fixated question on my mind; why was I put on here on this planet - surely there must be a purpose? Is there a born purpose to all of us? Sometimes people are caught up in ways of discomfort and we all have to step forwards in advance techniques to comfort those around us to overcome relative hatred and jealousy. Once we beat these bad habits then maybe we can be friends with people otherwise known as work accomplices. Hi, I’m Kylie. I write as a pledge to provide feedback on the situations of a right now hands down scenario revolving around livelihoods. Can you find the livelihood in each entry I’ve written about? It’s a great momentum from which it was written and freakishly is why I am because I am. No secret collection of writings…just my memoir to you. I hope you enjoy your time reading each entry due to the fact that everything happens for a reason. You could be reading an entry and say you remember a time not long ago when you were in this kind of boat that I review on a classic version of a young adolescents journey to a mishap right from the Gecko. I was born with Borderline Personality Disorder along with traits of Autism. I’m still waiting for that second Autism test in my life to come true to light to this very day. Hopefully it can happen soon. 
Cancerous Slam 
One kindred likeness — a ton of new aspects presenting everyday of our ever-touching lives. I am just ice. You are just water. We are 
the great open blue. You are the vocalists. We are faults in the earth's layer. You are just perception; a real duty to self. To you, I am not. It will be full of surprises they say or something scary in nature sometimes. Still proving new aspects of life to be false. The harmoniously gifted individual understands the complexity of the psyche and we see the earliest transition into childhood. I claimed my mind as a known perceptual influence despite my resonance to explore the oscillating, unknown signal that was emanating from me. The personality disorder with traces of Autism allows the evolution of endurance of physicality apart in a dimensional model. The signal was built as a new product or individual thesis on my identity that still, to this day, serves as a deep reference that fits the needs of my being. It’s a story that foretells an identifiable psyche surfacing that would better help me create my life and live. Most importantly, manifest. It’s as if all the reaping regarding the soul means my heart stopped. Without my soul I am nothing – at least that’s how I felt. Its apparent God has a plan and what’s meant to be will always be. A grateful attitude towards life offers great rewards. I should know. Life hits hard. So, it’s important this book is a safe place for you as it may hit home. This booklet involves values and my
conclusions. Both my father and mother taught me these proceedings as they are oppositional strategies on how to use my life experiences into a dialect that bettered the lack of internal pressure despite my age. I find these circumstantial conclusions as the detriment of my age no more valid than does one omit a future vision. Finding my age meant looking for a new and profound key that would serve as a gateway to my reality. The impulse on behalf of my young mind served as a stepping stone for future situations. The very act coursed through my illness-strained mind. I have Borderline Personality Disorder with traces of Autism - that’s no surprise. I’ve been leaning on the outer edge since birth. But there is a question that pulls me from standing out in a crowd only pushing me to keep to myself. This is where I stuck it to the man and sought out refuge out of the woods wherein I, Kylie Hayes, by nature, engaged in such a referendum that would better predict my engaging future. It’s a future free of harm - as it, like a sponge, soaked up a downward spiral in and in and on to a deep and very long-term reference. When not acted upon I see a mirage of hopefuls waiting for me to break-through and promote my steed as I am and always will be the very best leader in my own life. I was annoyed and was very lost. It was a long winter and I misinterpreted myself a lot. I thought I was nothing and that no one was coming to save me. They told me the meds would work - my perception proved to be correct years down the line I felt like I was flying and that nothing could oppress me because I felt like I had no idea where I was going but I knew school was not my thing at the time, so I dropped out of my first semester of grade 12 only to graduate later. To my recollection it was a complete misunderstanding...I had an overactive mind, near-constant racing thoughts, and hormones that were crazy! I did suffer from eating disorders at the time, severe isolation, & major depression which was caused by the media & life in general. The media ridicules in self-hatred, found or base something I think of a lot. The theory of structure on which later chemistry was predicated. My friends and family allied with me so that I could have a fun time amidst the chaos of being lost in a big but very connected world. Somehow being lost turned into an isolation piece that delved in and unto my soul. Life just wasn't itself until medication despite the gruelling side effects that altered me on my behalf as I let it in. The people around me still stuck it to the gun and never left me despite my self-suffering and self-pity. I never doubted my soul - it called me. I questioned; if I could get that kind of ‘support’ for my behaviours too why everyone can’t else. My story begins with the near divorce of my parents that left us to be moving out of our house that was not even a black away from a beach. Having lived poorly in nature but still having the best things at times left us with an appreciation that not many other people experience! My parents taught hard work - mentally, emotionally, and physically. Something which transcends age and defiance in a community that moved with wind and chance that just had to be in the city. An immaculate heart which bears the burden of the human mind. We are the beacons of light which will guide all of us home. I was induced to an even greater position and became a marsupial whose hopes were unburdened. I shook in place with hot tears pouring down my face as I spoke to the moon through my temporary home's window as if were my friend which, in conclusion, congruently rendered a solution. I was feeling off. Well, off of meds, unbalanced, and tried near constantly within the works of my own mind to find that solution. I found one but it was jaded, unrealistic, and a concrete delusion requiring a team effort to advance to psychiatric help, again. I was no doubt mentally ill and believing I had brain cancer during a no medication trial governed by me, myself, and I. Boy, was I out of it. Now, all there is to do is live my life after being reinstated once again medically to live the fullest most best life I can create for myself. After I have this down pat it is a life dreamt up goal to help serve the public the best I can without a total gregarious relapse to thoughts of self hard or suicide. It was the epitome of self neglect: another page or great time of incredible scrutiny. The "it" of all egos and an innocence preserved for a lifetime. We all have it in us – do you? It was a lovely mid April afternoon and my mom slouched back easily on the couch, scraping her hair into a somewhat neat bun, waiting for my older sister, Shauna, who was just six years old, to come home from school when the phone rang. “What does Denice want now,” she frowned, assuming her overbearing sister had yet to convey more unnerving information about Dad. She walked to the phone. Earlier that day, my grandad had gone to the hospital due to abnormal stomach pains. “It’s worse than they initially thought, sis. He’s bad. They’re taking him into surgery because the doctor has made a claim - he has a twisted stomach,” she conveyed. Knowing full well there was more to the situation she abided in what Denice had just said and fell quiet as she recollected Dad’s previous weight loss and the toll it has taken on him. Later that night they all met at the hospital to see dad. The doctor stood outside the door foretelling to us, from sheer body language, of his bad news. “Your family member has 3-6 months to live. He’s suffering from Cancer. A stream of shock and pure emotion whirled through the room. This couldn’t be happening. The next morning it was hard to walk back into the place where vital life and death had just been disclosed. As she walked through his temporary living quarters she burst out in tears. “This is the first and last time you will cry in front of me. Mark my words,”
Poppy said, lifting the corners of his mouth into an embellishing half smile. “Don’t worry. He’s fine and will be fine,” Sally, a good friend of Denice, said encouragingly. “This is our family now. We are going to fight this illness together,” Mom added. Over a period of 8 months Poppy’s health decreased and the course of his life changed dramatically. He found out my Mom was pregnant with me which prompted an early marriage for the sake of Poppy. An early Christmas, which was a very important cultural tradition for the Chafe family, was also integrated accordingly. The wedding was simple. My Mom wore a plain cream coloured dress with sequins arranged all around her dress. Her hair was bundled into a fancy bun along with pieces of flowers and various soft curls falling in grace and beauty just as she had planned. Poppy grabbed my Mom’s hand and said in a hushed tone; “My daughter is all grown up and I’m here to celebrate her wedding...every last bit of it. I love you.” She hugged her father and in that moment it proved to be a focal point in their history together. Two weeks after the wedding Poppy never walked again. A new way of life is always a journey and that’s where my Poppy found his solace and enlightenment. He adopted new ways of thinking as he fully knew he still had his mind and all had not been lost. But, in addition, the day he died was very tragic as the entire Chafe family felt the effects that would last a lifetime. So with that said, there was a reason why he had gotten sick in the first place. There was an unknown chemical being sprayed in Gagetown, NB, in the 1960s as part of a civil case. 20,000,000 US gallons of material containing herbicides and defoliants mixed with jet fuel were sprayed affecting the citizens resulting in a poisoned food chain causing illnesses, serious skin diseases, and a variety of cancers in the lungs, larynx, and prostate. Poppy and his two brothers suffered from the same illness after they served in the army who were serving in Gagetown, NB at the time. What was the name of this unknown chemical that caused such chaos in Gagetown? That chemical was Agent Orange. 
Red To Hell 
The following are the findings from which I stand in life. Down to the nitty gritty of bone-chilling stories regarding trippy ideas like death. The specs are a group of people who see things as they are; how they should be, too. The open enlightenment of us is forever an addiction. The truth of the gorge, interwoven choice of woes, and eternal annihilation is my life journey as I make things aware and coast along the shoreline into a new hardship. Common goals are ‘us.’ The scope of an ignorant age erases the bad stuff! In bouts of honesty; honesty in a world full of teams and game makers; makers on a forbidden spectrum and becoming a speculation to the keen and most loved. Loved are many with death and mourning being true things going the right way in the eyes of a grieving moment of time etched in the minds, hearts, bodies, and souls of the supported parties so righteously involved inwards. At its most, a generated initiative from a power plant unmoved makes deliberating a new position like a rusted kettle. The initiative trying to evolve in our eyes is the stigma revolving around the art of a perfect storm. But, in a silent time, comes a silent voice whose chance to make it is an earnest spark that has the heat of a navigation effort to find the way to make it in a field of perpetration and noble magic. I find my love better towards my choice on a path more near constant. Since it's a little problem on a waited list of paradoxes as well as paradoxes noted by the hands of frozen generations it’s clear that a power settled on a spectrum is that of those who chew bubble gum to annoy annuity; our evidence to spike change when you are here and you know – our god is our madness within any culture. Stop fighting the speculations and make a turbulent wind because you believe. When a doorway is seen only then is it chosen to the ones only in a clear for no apparent reason. Are you a part of the no apparent reason? There’s no reason to follow a gland in a world entry like this memoir. Better yet, an underground-like Atlantean entry. 
Social Score 
More like a scar from a score that both media and music use when seen as a hierarchy. Blatant and pure social standard which doesn’t work. The hate, jealousy, criticism, and revenge plots do no good! It drags us all down to a hell-paid actor on Earth. We all know God has the aiding for our existence here on the planet. If you feel I am wrong try and sue me. If you replicate this and are a believer – I love you and thank you for being you. Finally, real change comes because everyone knows what they want: to save our innocence and secret rebellion in this place we live in. Too many cars, exhaust, taxes, and homing expenses to save good people is on a rise! I had to learn to save the money I had to return my ways back to truth in our humanities. The truth about anything is in the human condition of social order. The jealousy from those who have a status in society means nothing! None of us are famous – not even institutional mazes. Therefore, more human beings than statuses. If you find yourself here you
might even consider yourself agreeing with me. As I demote bad voices I need good ones to come out of the box, closet, floorboards, and mirrors. The people are power and have a right to disrupt and vote when they know no one is trying to roll with the good flow. Are you judgemental yet? Written was this book with eyes of this world and compromise of hidden footsteps and an even bigger fight on a flight being grounded. Socially, I guess in the stuff we know about is there a wait time on a horizon better understood as fitted turbulence? 
Frontlines 
What I see. I see no turns. Swerve. I see no crash signals. Crash. Incredible bias – nobody is gonna' try us. Go ahead and bash trust! After all the psych ward visits and ICU near death experience I overheard an early morning comment that my dad posed; “There is a show and what the family is going through has a similar case to Kylie. It's like she's rubbing off and making us have a mental illness." In my view, if my case was collected and reviewed with my explanation of how it got to that point there would be no point to kick me out - which is what I know what they see! I act anxious all the time whether it be physically, emotionally, mentally physically and am always walking on eggshells. Especially at night. I say sorry all the time when it is my basic needs that are not being met . My Dad tried to help me by saying; “Physical work is the only way,” and my only thought would be that there was already a rapture and that my conclusion would have to be I just can’t be me. Almost every young adult goes through this! Why? Because more than 50% of my friends go through it every year — we’re all so young with me being in the young of our prime — pun intended! On top of that I was trying meds the past 5 yrs and nothing worked...which brings you to think of what and where things went wrong. The severing of friendships. 
After being probed it was a rough winter as I struggled with my illness. I eventually opened another door in my life and posted on FB that I had been struggling with Schizophrenia but it was odd...not many seventeen year olds are diagnosed with the full blown disorder with lack of any proof. I got massive support likes and replies but soon after it’s like everyone broke off because it was graduation year and on and into the real world. It took me 5 years to finally delete them after reaching out to discover people do not care so this is why they must be informed. The further I went with my posts the more backgrounded everyone became but I was intending to speak about mental health when the time was right. I forged myself. My point is - mostly everyone has a mental health issue. The livelihood I know is as good as gold as I split my consciousness in my near death experience. A brief synopsis of me in that chair in the ICU included a lot of stimulation while I was under comatose. But, I lay there awake. There was a TV in the ICU room I was in and while there people were aiming a gun at me through a crack in the ceiling there was imminent danger to me and I knew that. The Queen was being chased and someone close to her had betrayed her. I remember the dream like it was just yesterday. God was with me all of the way...I knew this when friends and family came to visit I would hear them and the scenery or my vision would change) and when I was alone even in the night I would wonder when it was all over. I wondered if I could use the washroom by myself. But, all of these incidents in the psych ward were meant to destimulate me. I was so caught up in my own world that I never let other people in. My afterthoughts on what happened is if God could ever forgive me for flooding that hospital room and I decided yes. My version of God forgiving me is him seeing the big picture of me wanting to commit suicide and he foresaw the cause and I pleaded not guilty in the eyes of the law. 
Since I was conscious and knew what was going on throughout the whole experience and years after in near encounters to the psych ward again and again I, in a way, travelled in time and saw people who I’d never thought I’d see — or so, that was always my wish of my child self. Childhood - The Quicker the Divine as I call it is where I’ve known kids that are the best of us and it’s only when you learn to enjoy the livelihood will you thrive. It’s an innocent livelihood isn’t it? I’m in my twenties and I can’t bear to part with it. -I was always leaning towards one side that divulged an entity which surpassed my lifetime...or livelihood in a great childhood. One side was with God and the other was the devil acting but I was in the in between and have gotten an extended childhood because I wasn’t forced into society coming out of highschool - I was delayed. I mean, who knows better about seeing our planet than through the eyes of an angel in heaven have they inherited the earth. Adults know the planet through the eyes of the purposely set institutions that enslave us all within constitutional beliefs. Now all that’s left is a wrecking ball mindset inside your head
that fights the small minute causation effects that connect in respect to an infamous input and output system. There is a curvature beyond the grave - both concave and convex. 
Musing Survival 
You are free in freedom. It's something we all crave and it is one thing that burns inside all of us. I know it. I seek it. And luck seems to be all that's here and now. It won't matter how much loving, how much altering, how much indecent human rights were violated...it will come down to the nitty gritty of proving they're wrong and everything they said about me is ripped paper. When we are little, in school, as we grow older we learn about time. It's a muse. We watch the clock and at the exact same hour we interpret it's, for example, dinner time! What a repetitious muse...and, if you're lucky, you get to practise telling time with an even greater unconsciousness. Time is a given that goes along with the hands of time. Pun intended. And in order to thrive we must be experts in linguistics - the study of language. I always ponder how the conspiracy around alien lifeforms could exist without the necessity of language. Our lives are eventually deemed with hope. If we can ride the wave - the maverick, we must continually apply and reapply both known conditioned and learned skills to life. Confound them all! Adjust to life's unseemingly faltered ways as it's the unseen forces that bother us the most or, in most cases, bring us the most discomfort. This puts us at a revolutionary status. The thing is; you can't see what a person is and they often come across as misconstrued from what has been really going on through all of the huge conspiracies we could never bear nor even fathom to delegate from. There were times when hardships were exponential but somehow the way it was handled was for the good of all mankind. Overcoming barriers and known obstacles that strayed me from the path but incoherently still head me back after times had changed. I was naturally attuned to this and no doctor could ever tell me it was in direct correlation with my childhood ways. I was born a certain way for a reason. And, it's with this that I lay down life's most core and fundamental and suggested principles - hope, love, faith, and truth. Hopefully with life's most fundamental and suggested principles in mind we will be able-willed to translate the support from various sources we receive in life into intermediate hope, love, and faith, and truth: lessons that can be told to our spouse, children, grandchildren, and beyond. 
We all have awesome days. We all have our poor days. And, I agree. I spend most of my days at home. There came a point when my Mom said; "I see me in you" and she got really emotional and started to cry. She just looked in my eyes and did that. It really made me happy. Ky is beginning to turn a corner in her life. After being kind and generous for a very long time, Ky decided to change, to think more about herself and above all to ignore the complaints of others. It's over, she doesn't want to be fooled anymore. Sometimes that's harder said than done, and since Ky's heart is on her sleeve, she still cares about those around her, but she's learned to say no and she's doing so much better for it! The main objective or goal, if you will, is the idea of forging me as being a seemingly ordinary being who fends for an active change setter, me, encompassing changemaker characteristics due to the undertaking of obtaining a mental illness that may be out of sight and out of mind at times. But, where an attitude presents itself with the world I delve into a world of new transition after years and years and years of trials, tribulations, medications, doctors, superfluous faith, and so on. 
A Restless Tired 
Then sleep schedules and tired looks in people are presented and it’s too late and everyone needs some real professional help. We are all human and the effects that have been talked about draw back at mental health as an accusation. Here’s my truth and advice: you’re young and naïve but what you need is that connection in respects to an infamous input and output system. Unknowingly committing to a fight where I endured a lot of tears and mental and psychological damage, it's the constant change of seasons that left me bamboozled. No matter how much you try to change it’s nice to focus on your interests that will always be enveloping within themselves in a timeless but reckless fashion. Our souls prepare us for the fight but the spiritual essence of our being knows much better. In other words, life prepares us since we are young. I've always seen human beings as fragile but tough little things. The ideas that are left with us after our lives of being young, middle-aged, and an elder are in the state of the soul. Like bees buzzing around taking on their last rounds of the season; leaves lay out a soft bed for what is to be mulch after winter's untimely wrath. So do the losses we have experienced. Regarding my story, it’s like someone had completely wiped out my proprietary memory slate within my mind and
mysteriously rewrote all that is and, in my defence, erased and totally renewed my lost and found folders as something positive. No PTSD that remains as a; ‘very stupid mystery.’ And I'm so young I haven't lived enough yet to find out if there is an ending. I guess that’s why we have seasons. But Life is too precious to coax so as I alternatively mix my story with the complexity of humanity, drop of hat, I hope you find what you’re wanting in silence in life. If you fall short, get your family, friends, with a possibly extended family in love and raise yourself even after you think the teachings and lessons are over. To me that is enough because when you’re an elder you really put the value back in your life and reflect on good times. For the sake of your own blundering, sit in a room, keep reading in the transcribed footsteps of Kylie Alicia Hayes. We need to push the envelope and discover new territory. Change is inevitable and we must adapt. There is a lock and key waiting for a time. We are a reflection of the times. We are an important piece of history. Scorched and melted down, shaped by the hands of faith, it's evolution at its finest that with all these roller coaster of a ride days comes you and the health spectrum. It comes back to wanting happiness and to find you in your own standing. Enlightenment seeks out passive aggressiveness and alters paradigms everyday. 
To this day I am aged. We all are with no way forwards and no way home. As an analogy. I define my mental health battle as me sinking in a thick, impenetrable liquid that disallowed me from meeting the criteria for my full potential. I sunk...down, down, down until I could no longer remember what the life before the disorder held. I was neither dead nor had I lost anything in the internal pressure of the human process. An even greater cause had become known. Maybe that's all we need...a little time and pressure that b better steers us into directions we never may fathom. Having always been spiritual I believe God has a plan for me. I always remained confused and acted stupid when I was steered off my course. I found myself in a realm of despair, alternativeness, and fear. In the end, it helped me rather than puncturing my livelihood. It was a moment in time when one questioned the validity of life. I wanted to take the trip home. I've been aboard a ship that sails deep into the horizon only to find out that I am its sole navigator. I find myself homesick, but I know it's my journey that calls me home - not life. My ‘free’ Quote: “Love will find a way.” Mirror mirror minor and all. Okay, and major curve balls might spark a fight mind boggling brawl. It's okay, I’ve been there. Still this occurs. It’s a mind thing. You may say I am young in this entire façade so what do I know? My excitable motivation is a human being notion thriving. It’s me on not a single prescribed drug from a physician. In part, if you don’t follow their suggestive advice, they will engage and easily flip out a point with a precipice that obliterates your points of where I went wrong. Known fact: I made an inquest to quest motivational speakers these days at schools. This was on my MapQuest or otherwise known as bucket list. Although my Schizophrenia disallowed me from being your basic rational teen it took me years to live storm by storm and call it a hiccup. My Schizophrenia can also be referred to as an autism spike after being caught so young that I knew prior implications which would spring up in my later years. That would be the “now” of which we live. My life is a glimmer of hope always needing more and it’s a wave of purpose, so I am asking where do I start with all my damage but the kids are most important now that I see them through an older generation’s eyes. Kids being their authentic selves, experimenting with studying and playing at the same time and learning in their own ways because those few cues I just pointed out are my needs and could be as that develops insight in needed. Getting caught up in suggestiveness is not a cue but a clue that if you don’t have the correct imitation, play, and game stage psychological concept being forged in the mind day by day as a craft by elders the kids must slowly take on the tools the elders obtained and make them their own. Or so I’ve noticed. Just keep you in your mind without even knowing anything can happen to you during this whole time of birth, growth, and maturation. 
Generational 
My today’s day and age contributes to a very huge part of a very impatient ageing population awaiting good things yet also yearning to know what it's like to go places like a grocery store and not be paranoid, hypersensitive about rising inflation, and delusional about the realities we are surrounded by. We are all set into motion with emotion that we all deal with ourselves. People might as well be on the prowl when in reality they’re just there to get their groceries and be on their merry old fashioned way. Maybe I don’t understand social cues or perhaps I do. I guess that’s where the winning is metaphorically speaking to be all about. I have concluded and dealt with increasing anxiety and fears about the emotion of a single person or persons and if we should all talk about trusting each other. Fears override a simple system — am I really that paranoid or not? None of this is anyone’s fault. I have an actual answer for you. You may ask who deals with rising inflation and the real moments we meet in a grocery
store. Who deals? The mental state of us. Fine, I'll just be frank about it. One day, I hope to be symptom free and to have my personal case of mental illness sit at the sidelines while I get my ball bearings back in place for the most immediate and, in the coolest, makeshift futuristic state of my own being. My own issues starting around the likes of mental health have quite literally ruined my chances of being truly happy...at least for now. It’s been quite a journey and to be quite honest I will always be afraid of my supposed mental illness and sometimes — my immediate family members. Hilariously noted and generally speaking I do rightly so have an infamous contradiction wreaking havoc only on the life that I have for myself. I try my best to include but not exclude the adamantly ignored symptoms in such a personalised manner but I know it will never go away…completely. There will always be an offset of an illness diagnosed or not. Like the trailing tail of a comet...launching itself into earth's orbit waiting for an original arrival of where it is the impact will take place. Four, three, two, one — impact initialised. Impact as per noted previously. No–continue on! 
It went from nothing to something and something to turn to everything. Call me ‘the man’ or ‘the luckiest man on earth.’ Of course I’d have to be hypothetically speaking. I’m an adolescent female getting ready to ride the wave. But it’s here I falter. I’m 25 and am frozen in time like a vampire. I don’t ride the wave. Heck, I stay at shore and watch other people. I can’t swim. This is my analogy of making it in the adult world. Rules. Rules. Rules. Because that’s what we live in - an adult woven and ruled world. There’s a glistening, intermediate hope that I can transfer conditioned and learned skills in a life full of chaos. But that’s what I like - the curve balls. Going through all of this will get me ready for an even bigger wave - the maverick. My thoughts on this particularly touchy subject? I hope I have enough time and preparation to work on myself and recover before the next step. And, it starts by obtaining and maintaining a goal. But, upon receiving notice that I had a dream, I would have never guessed where it would have taken me — book writing. 
In other words, writing this book. I really had to write something in my life that made sense so I have this. If I ever really loved myself ever throughout all of this I knew it would be taking my spin on the story of a personal health apparatus and showing worth. I’ve never really questioned the inevitable - it just happens sometimes. And, in that sometimes you have to look forward or you’ll never get home. Be it a rendering beam of light leading you through your darkest of days or a charged lightning strike that completely transforms your energy and your life. Fun story is that I actually witnessed a lightning strike across my street, ha. That’s what life does...it changes and evolves with the passing of time. It can be painful, yes. But think, will it be a momentary reflection of the times you are in or will it be a long term reference that seeps downwards and into your soul as such tribute? Yeah, I wonder. The inevitable leads me to rural places I never thought I’d go. My life has consisted of many flipped situations that, by definition, disrupt my reality making the overall outcome of life linger all around and all in. I call these factors conclusions. There are stacks on stacks of conclusions that we make about life everyday. Are we ever wrong about them? Have you ever been wrong about a conclusion? That’s my thoughts about the conclusions that life has to offer up at the forefront and how I’ll finish this book. Letting things come natural n’ raw somehow instead of getting too busy caught up with how I’m going to live my life or how I am going to do things just doesn’t cut it unless there is success. Building life besides social media post mistakes that only drew negative attention because I was representing something like my sister who is in part, aboriginal. They have a huge place in my heart and if they're someone of ethnic origins; should you always believe in those who believe in you? Yes. My case is impulsive yet stupid media-isolation in a psychiatric ward where I was stripped. No technology and a bare minimum. 
Falsity 
Where some lives stay grounded others simply frank states do not. When livelihoods meet others haven’t. Becoming one with my understanding of our Earth and all of its properties and elements is not simply stated.I might as well put the pedal to the medal and floor it to promote exposure. Dialectical conduct repeated is forwarding renewance and recycling. Learning how to speak with whatever you've got is my goodbye pause and a suggestive phase. When giving back play by play, imitation, and scoring heights, I gave up looking. Rediscovering the light within gave up what it was it was to burn iridescently through the trials and tribulations of finding myself. In the current state of society it’s to have a disposition of an empath which is really important. One who feels, sees, & interprets things way too much is an offering of sorts. The needs of more care and nurturement proceeds throughout the course of one's life journey. I want to surf the unknown falsities and make whoever needs revolving rights out of retribution. Disincluding the irony and scrutiny of life's misgivings, settling in dreamt counteractive initiatives of wanting to change reality. My
adventures when being able to envelop consistent injuries as personal immunity made me inoculate. I made my way down the hillside at my residence in Nova Scotia as my body turned in a maze full of topsy-turvy situations. I learned how to cope in the state of a lost location but it shouldn't have had to have been like that. Life gives us an innumerable amount of ways to express and it was only to my deceit that I was ever even able to make it. Lastly, in hopes of the restriction in my head to lift, more barriers man has been setting up for decades goes into eternal applause. I am anointed. Up, up, and away! Life's slippery slope of toxic situations has led me to feeling like I am a part of no man’s land in tumultuous times. It’s the public who doesn't want ro see the good ways of learning how to breathe. That's what I'm doing in times of practice – breathing small breaths to excitement. In the air, I am here to tell everyone a story of self made redemption that has seeped through the ages with age old wisdom with disruption from the general public along the way. In bouts of episodic transactions, there is a place to call home but I’m not there. So, as it may be a must of trudged tragedy through the masses, I pray hard and keep leading myself astray. I do not know everything. There is a fine line in which I need to keep my footing shown. I'm still waiting to go and be free and find my own way in civilization but my timing is through my concerns. Life can be seen from a myriad of colours when you see a light spectrum. I love the acronym ROYGBIV because of its many hues and concentrations. Put a diamond in the rough as I always say. And, as a person of real light, lovingness will still be shining like a real rainbow through days forlorn despite discourse. Life is so indignant sometimes that it makes me think we all have shelter no matter where we are in this lifetime. I personally think that if we put our best efforts in the way we plan our life then there should be no hassle to think that for whatever means or odds we could take things a little farther, One encompasses the acquired traits that assist in the creation of success mechanisms. In my story there becomes a tragic flaw. I mark things unfinished when they have the potential to be something more than being attuned to suggestiveness. For lack of a better term – there’s my cue in a more broad sense that my disability bore on very extensive suggestiveness. Being in the hospital for more than seven rounds, having more than seven doctors, and being admitted to multiple care centres starting at seventeen was hell. The idea where suggestiveness came in cues meant little to no decision on my part. Hence, the start of hopelessness and my unfinished projects just as so – this very memoir. 
This may be a memoir but it sure as hell promotes human indignation that correlates to filing a will or way that my parents have spoken about many times and on many different levels. Not one of us are ageing a day younger and the hope that a future untold is in my hands reminds me to incorporate positive interpretational skills that coexist with my moral compass in a way that will promote change and alter paradigms. It’s do or die when it comes to change and the evolutionary mindset: even if you have a mental illness. Evolution is at the forefront of every new generation and to have a changemaker attitude indites one who is lead out of bondage into the world after years of hard work as proud individual whom encompasses the acquired traits that assist in the creation of success mechanisms in my story. The idea I am promoting is a will or way that my parents have spoken about many times and on many different levels. The hope that a future untold is in my hands reminds me to incorporate positive interpretational skills that coexist with my moral compass in a way that will promote change and alter paradigms. It’s do or die when it comes to change and the evolutionary mindset: even if you have a mental illness. The intermedial concept within me was flipped as if I had no based reality anymore in a repetitive fashion, sorry, but it’s the story of my life. Supposedly, everyone struggles with a mental tragedy pulled from the outside world in a dynamic spin that surfs inwards and on and into yourself. Basing things on how to cope with being a human makes the likelihood of coming back depend on you, yourself, and time. But, the time I’ve spent in my ‘own little space’ proves that distilling the imagination and isolating myself from the society of the city where everything went down was how I coped with the inner works and capabilities of my mind. This is where I lay down my personal study. How little do I really know about the mass intensity of gizmos at play in mind as it equals the talent to come out of a mental illness burning bravely just as the sun does every single day in our lives. If I knew everything maybe I could cope better but how would I survive - how would we survive. I think we need mystery. It gives us purpose. The mystery is something that took me and although I can function even higher spiritually than I ever could I’ll never be whole again. Good news! I do fully come back in strides, but I can only miss what used to be. I was stronger than anything you would ever know that could take on a role under the sun. Maybe the heart is like another soul. It beckons you. 
Letters Abroad
You all have done great at trying to make me feel at ease in times of great anxiety. But I was always put in the hospital so you never saw the process of the growth I had allowed that minimised every time I had been admitted. The process of growth was mature in decision making. Not because someone told me too. I just saw the conclusion of growth as a positive thing. Regression…that’s an entirely positive term to say I’m mentally in love with the fact that there is no need to read on for this letter. But I also have a lot of baggage that obviously shouldn’t even be said about because it includes my family that took a toll and I’m lost that everyone was on board. But that was my rebellious dictation trying to have a say that I was not sick throughout my entire mental health treatment where I used to live in the city. If you have read this far, I will tell you fast: I just needed to get out of the place that was making me sick in the first place! The recuperation effort is in the works as we speak. It’s like a burden. But with true medicine of the crisp air and outdoors as we leapt into a gorgeous sententious Fall; my heart extends to the emotions yet to be encountered. But the trek to your brain's self-centeredness is much greater than your hearts. For the brain is not as easily persuaded from experience and I blame the ability not to see sometimes as easily as a torn heart rebuilds and redirects you for one remote reason — it’s for a future of bravery to make a direct asylum. Asylum is a must-have term to describe the young and the bold...even beautiful. Everyone! For within beauty, there is a pain and within that pain is a truth. I call this honest line beauty beyond unimaginable cause. Up to par so as not to be excluded but included in the evolution of a ‘right now’ hands down scenario revolving around livelihoods. Livelihoods are important, don’t ya think? From generation to generation, I see an uprising of different cultural characteristics mended with the bonds of how we live. Becoming attached through a method of a transaction of faith many of us sacrifice who we are for who we are meant to be - a natural populace born and expected to run, crawl, and jump for freedom. 
But, for example, marginalising the correlation obesity and the phrase; “Pick your poison,” is thrown out there. I think justice is not completely accounted for. This is a big world and in it there is scattering, unnerving downright unnatural subject matter such as mental illness. The subsection or example, if you will, is obesity of the mind. I know what I am about to say it frankly — but it is with great condescension for writing and experience that with every physical move we make normal folks choose in ever-changing alignment. That’s why you must keep your tool belt handy because there would be no great movement, no flow, no “get up and go,” as quoted by my Dad. I’ve always hung onto the inevitable as always grasping a full admiral attitude that obliges what goes on ‘inside’ of my own reality. I knew there must be something more. Call it a refrained mindset of an affirmed sickness doubted by the makes of myself. Actually, more than not my situation set a stance that was out of sorts because I submerged myself...well, too much. Submersion in such a vulgar position of having Schizophrenia set my spirit aflame whilst anger and envy set in. Why can’t I be normal? I was not allowed to be myself and was accustomed to following orders after about a second because they made that clear. A very independent mind no longer bore an outlook but my changemaking attitude never stopped. I want to help make the world a better place being in the psych ward at 17 disallowed growths, to feel known, or feel real within the scope of the human experience. Why do I say all this? It is because mental illness baffles me to the point of confusion. 
Royal Flush 
There were good queens and ones who did not seem like them at all. To put a poser or tableau next to a winged peacock queen is a bug’s understanding of why horrible inhumane egos by good people acting violent. A copy is like saying the world had natural order and for mystery to still settle is breaking innocent people and souls into little pieces and say; “why are you making hell on earth in pre meditations of why prone people see the one and go why bother. If you had one sole queen named Mother Earth should it beat a countdown to midnight? I tried to take my life in that kind of identity for some time. I try to represent an idea so that the good can hide but with a world who doesn’t agree with the rebirth of black egos who hide details j see no offence and democracy! We love our world, our details, and writing good books. If you have a heart cold, why do you think a human condition may or may not be medicated? Making me sleep is not the answer…so why are you on medication miss daisy? The opposite world is dazy so where’s the sacred world when you see it? Fighting to terminate that prolific law you see people giving in a human culture is hookerization of hypnotising a dolphin and brainwashing a mind and hooking it up to a prehistoric inhumane Nazi time device and hoping for survival. What side of history do you want to be on? Do not, under any circumstance, give up on your ethereality in a dream. There’s proof of the existence of man wherever
you go and it is where mankind's purpose comes to a leading extinction in a life with commentary coming from a judge saying; “this is when the game stands tall. that’s hype.” 
Another Wing 
The people in power never do a paid rehab or wait on a new division of wait lists like us. A lot of stalkers stop you from being ok and you turn moldy and maybe even suicidal. I am so sorry to see people like this happening a lot. I know the cost of living is sky high for a very small plate to feel full. I know I see people who embezzle and curse people where the people in sick power did their time. You might even find them at a villa or taking secondary trips to Jamaica and Hawaii on our tax increases! I don't care about who you are but you mess with people I know are nice, better-hearted, godly intentions given people who give a right to exist! Diagnosing affluenza brings forth the very idea of promoting difference between manipulative and severe threats to human health whereas our coexistment with the beneficiaries benefiting from the human condition. Another with and probably in another way! When you’re like the two of the same blood in a movie as my sister and I say the adequacy of human character then you get a beautiful analogy. I settled as a paper bag princess by the one who deemed it as right in her so little sorrows around human health status — the post traumatic turmoil perpetuated by a world not giving in. The world who eats the great falls again to litigate a saved those who come to fly. 
Hayes! Ha, yes 
We speak our minds. I accept no man’s manipulation or mean language represented on whatever level I see suited to real world hurt. Hurt and harm is short term and then on and into the soul and the identity. Moreover, identity mishaps constitute Martial law. From being on the coast to knowing it most on Canadian shorelines along the Atlantic fronts to the faith of our guys forcing innocent eyes in a new way. I've never really been a people person although I was people so I know people are us! We are a society with premonitions and intuition. We are never a hiccup generation. Only bad attitudes grew into the ‘now’ of today. I’ve been my entire life to protect me from no original tie or fancy. No fancies are teamed wrecks to inaugurate an instilled team. Teamwork of an exploration of oppression writes me a binding of evidence to a more clear abundance of torture in sick days, mental mind traps, and having a ways of me being known not to the common man but a victory of going into a storm; only the epoch of a better approach will yield a stronger more forthcoming future. Godspeed you, the truth, and appraisals to cooperative insights: to teach, to wield, and yearn. I was writing my book at seventeen years old…starting in the mental health institute where they would even take my pencil or pen and give me a crayon or marker as if it was a weapon to those who even thought about it. Concentrated elevation is pure apple juice because of healthy nutrition. Hayes is but a bed of leaves rotting out in coinciding care! Ha, yes, imma Hayes! A presidential last name in the mustful era is always going to be green good. Who’s the care team you support? What’s in the caring of who you are? Who can be in the community of this one lost book kept by the hands of who always knew it most? Everyone included as the gears change in our bodies — bordered off and rampant. 
Shaded In 
My dream for years is an anniversary today. You are reading it! When I arrived out of a pea pod and the problem in a chemical imbalance is but a pea pod passing linked blinking moments and stuck seconds. I dial people with finishing satisfaction in a job well done! The tears in the children I supported make those who care shaded in. I was brought out of love with a fluency to continually free to choose under the mistakes I saw bettered by bad people. We are shaded in as inoculates under our own laws. An eventuality is written up sometimes because we create a travesty to turn the fine wine into observed clothes. You chose the material and negated drugs to silly the pants you wear. Life can be fooled by followers but also ones who file art as a doable measure to cover up centred pieces. The forces of this clowning around is way beyond measure as those who know drown in mysterious weight. I’ve never gone full out missing in action although in a missing persons case from another life do I encounter endless pathways to create patterns mimicking my strength out of all of them. My years are rocks waiting to be gravelled at. Passing information to you guys is my own fault in this entry so please bare with me in the threads that make it oh so fancy. We remotely control those forever crazy procedures to the
only flesh and blood there is in ancestral time — the tornadoes and weather wrath. When you find good change is a country waiting for spirited action as an even better baker than those who know how it feels to have a volcano within them to breach as soon as possible. 
Containment 
Many gaps between childhood and adulthood have made me queasy because they are all about money. It happens that if we all had the 
perfect life nothing bad would ever happen – no. I am not a money bag, no. Configurative data configurations on how to treat and diagnose the patient, which is me, who also comes from the opposite side of the spectrum, and how she is slowly retreated in real-time needs money to get better but 97% of the time the government pays for me. If even an inkling of suffering as I call it emits as this is a real-world example it could explode into chaos but inside it lowers in proportion. Sickness. Mental illness. Physical impairments. These are all treated cases and often you never see the miracle workers after they have treated you. But enough of all that professional big worded talk. It’s time to lay back, have some snacks, and read. Day to day Family life, whether it be the related or not in a sense that is coherent to you, is a not perfect corner in your life many times self-destructing as it oozes into a livelihood you’ve based on the dynamics that occur in the household you’re in - but the matter or circumstantial conclusions we make to arrive at the forefront of how to behave socially into a community such as the city I lived in is my precipice for change. It may blind you but maybe it makes an appearance that in part bounds toward an evolution prospect, that is...maybe good. The amount of time I spent in the psychiatric ward on multiple occasions compelled the inner works of my identity to be skewed. The home I made for myself on the inside was infected by a bug which surfed its way through my system. That’s why I call this book the trip home. You’re constantly walking the line between, safe and definitely unsafe because young and vulnerable wasn’t enough — it was all about you and making sure you returned home back in one piece. I put on a face and persona but when I got home I got sick again and pushed my limits of thinking with psychosis. The saddest part? The imaginary friend was my dear mind. It was an ‘all hands on deck’ questionable scenario as to why it happened. I never smoked a week although the occasional drink was permitted with friends at a get-together and years later, drugs and alcohol would become no more. Through the process and journey I was super suggestive, undermined, dumbed down, & oppressed by our inner circles! That's the problem with our health system...the rich have unlimited resources to get well. I wished to go to Homewood Health but it’s a hefty total of three months! 
The worst part is you're put on a waitlist for years and years if your OHIP number is used. And that's probably the best mental facility in Ontario. With the support of 7 different psychiatrists in the past 4 years I've been deemed to have psychosis. They've completely taken me off all my medication at one time. Being diagnosed brought forth the very idea of promoting difference as an active change setter who encompasses changemaker characteristics that would do it. My attitude towards the surrealness of the inner reworkment of my limits would remake and delve my world into all around annuity and transition. Evolution proved to be superior as it edged at the forefront of my generation. I disconnected from the mainstream consciousness and to a changemaker attitude that led me into the world as a just and proud proven individual whose acquired traits that assist in the creation of success mechanisms dictate mass ideas. I am promoting my will or the way that my parents have spoken about many times and on many different levels. The hopes of a future that is untold is in our hands and it’s up to you to incorporate positive interpretational skills that coexist with your moral compass in a way that will promote change. It’s do or die when it comes to change and the evolutionary mindset. No mindset would prepare you for the voices in your head. To crush your dignity, pride, and the unwillingness to bend with life’s every curve ball that would go unsaid as it dwindled into evolution. 
The Doctored Humanity 
“V” For Vendetta 
Environments change and adapt with the passing of time. If you chuck yourself out the window like a ripe apple going rotten after compost time. This book was written by the act of me that changed me. Apparently my life is abnormal with my thoughts crystal clear.. The path of which I unknowingly follow. There's a natural synchronisation with daily life. A never ending splash of clean hatred that defines enabled bright stars
who dim an arrayed fashion. This life is a scrambled life and although I burn and suffer noise, colour and numbers it’s because of my autism awareness and mental health awareness which is a mimicking of the real human health awareness because of everyBODY is important in my world. Infinites are a class of people who obsess over supposed infinites that do not last in the real world. If your depression is scratching at your inner clock making you suicidal it’s probably the government digging into our minds, boring our natural apparatuses to stay in the health void. Other than that the very need of not being able to write with a pen or function with medication drew me to will. Nobody was going to keep me quiet. I had a mind, a crayon, a small piece of paper with even a bunch of basic physical communication ways to spread, exposing medication as a bad thing for a large crowd to see that you need to be screened; for over a period of time you just something that’s your thing, your vendetta. In the end, it’s a boomerang of karma that takes bad people to the rodeo. My vendetta: You can still be sick but be able to reach out for support and advice with imperfections or the slightest more perfection. 
Blasted Panic 
My mind was losing its patched system fast, and when withdrawals hit so did more than a severe chemical imbalance. My brain was expanding withholding the last remains of a power plant generator, but like many don’t know, it’s your mind fluid chemicals sort of deed out and form a complex apparatus at the outburst layer of the brain. My brain was a time bomb at the time and I knew it but I didn't know I needed my medicine but couldn't afford the new kind or dose as I was too little. Withdrawal set in like a cancer, suffering, throwing up, not eating food and no water was the epitome of what feels like departing life when your physical sides meet fear. I went into meltdown. I could feel the toxicity of sheer agony as delirium set in. I could see myself in nothing and say to my mom… everything without an ease to stay calm and collected because the medicine, before my walk and talk session , blasted me in a bubble with a cued departure of my life in apparatus of what wasn’t. Now, I am because I am. Few short things like this. So I hope this finds you well. As a friend you should know the seriousness of the use and misuse of doctor prescribed medicinal purposes injections, the proper use of over the counter vapes and so forth. You might as well treat this entry, as defined by me, PANIC! Panic might as well be reinstated as real distribution a pre morning curates, fear of what possible bereavement and good post life tragedy help is needed in this stage. Stages of sickness in the brain don’t stop unless we try something; try everything, too. Don’t stop your clock when the time is already ticking. You deserve your own life. Even if you’re in a rare case like mine… not even in question yet. Keep yourself safe in bodily conduct. You're bound to get out. 
Just Kidding 
Many gaps appear in between history and when you name it just goes. Going from childhood to being a full blown adulterer is but a pathetic habitual method that appears as an attempt at institutionalisation. Most of all, they offer each and every one of us a little something. Adults make children and young adults queasy and sick so resources have to be readily made because mental scrutiny and madness are not the same thing. Taking the lead to seek out help through our human health matters settles one thing — an objective. Only, does it gain and reuse offerings when selection efforts achieve a plan. Doctors can diagnose the patient, which was me, but only on the speculative suffering do we revert back to my original condition. Shoutouts to those who are somewhat fighting social stigma in a societal system where we see; we know. Knowing that no one is above the law makes the rest of us money makers — potentially covered. We often judge a book by its cover. It should really be said that looks are deceiving. Looks can be deceiving — a statement you may have heard many times over but behind that closed door everyone just looks the same all over again. As you may have gathered it’s just blanche suffering! A face has a name and acknowledges that the next time you open a door; doors don’t make reservations. Say sorry the next time you ask yourself why it is you make others a weathered fool, again. If it was your fault in your mind there's a chance it was already your own darned fault! A thread of good hope it’s a matter or a mistake today when we know laughter stems from the conclusion that we are just kidding right now. 
Pride & prejudice
We speak our minds. I accept no man’s manipulation or mean language represented on whatever level I see suited to real world hurt. Hurt and harm is short term and then on and into a long term reference that sleeps downward and into the soul and identity, more like. Identity mishaps constitute martial law. From being on the coast to walking on Canada and the United States shoreline. I will always see the unison among shadowing others to shore up the newer possibility of engagement. I’ve never really been a people person although I was people so I know people are us! We do society with premonition and intuition. We are never a hiccup generation. Bad attitudes grew into the ‘now’ of today. I’ve been my entire life to protect me from no fancy. No fancies are not wrecks but an instilled team. Teamwork of exploration or oppression. I wrote with binding evidence of a clear abundance of torture in sick days, mental mind traps and having a ways of me being known not to the common man but a victory of going into a storm, a better approach will understand a stronger, more forthcoming future. Godspeed you, the truth, and appraisals to cooperative insights: teach, wield and yearn. I was writing my book at 17 years old… starting at the mental health institution when they’d take my pencil and give me a crayon because it was “like a weapon” to those stupid enough to try it. Concentrated elevation is pure apple juice because of healthy nutrients. Hayes is but a bed of leaves rotting out and in coinciding care! Ha, yes! I am Hayes! A presidential last name in the United States during the 1800s. 
Professional 
Those lost and found folders within the scope of the human endeavours that involve change may never be seen again. Not including the readjustments after being held up by what was said to be a stake. The lost and found — an easy to see decade squashed by the upheaving of early order. I am not a money bag nor does it grow from cash affairs. Many gaps between childhood and adulthood have made me queasy because it just happens. Correlations on how we treat ourselves and get better often has you in a truancy from the fancies the higher abilities in people are said to do. All you get from people is sickness, illness, physical impairments, and a whole lot of miracle workers. These are probably a whole deal of people who pay for the time to lay back, have some snacks, and then have to readjust themselves for more. The inner works surf ways through the system we work into, around, and sometimes even without! I mean, being able to show ourselves a spin on our dynamic love specialties. I am no longer bound to the way of professionalism. Quite frankly, there are a lot of ways. As I have ventured beyond the horizon and among the stars it had brought me to an unsteady standstill. A perfect time when life is no longer a madhouse but a recovery centre. To some extent, life is an overall collaborative journey as though something totally reputable were at play. No, the personal endeavours have led me to the complete opposite conclusion of what I have held upon myself since then. What’s left to the world is to accept ourselves as individuals who needlessly just don’t. In our luck the same streams override a doctor, for example, for lack of working in interaction because of frequent friction from a doctor's means. 
Inclusionary Health 
You have all done great at trying to make me feel minimalistic in times of great anxiety. No media outlets whatsoever! For the brain is not as easily persuaded from experience to blame an ability. A torn heart rebuilds and redirects you for one remote reason that is bravery in direct asylum from where I come. Asylum is a must have term to describe everyone…the beautiful. To not get out means that within beauty there is a pain and a truth. I call this happiness beauty beyond unimaginable cause. I know the allies who baffle normal bonds are handy but we don’t overlap our own reality. You’re either timed in or fall short. At least that’s what I’ve gotten through people who have taken away much of a silent heart clung to a burden. In substance there are standards and the reasoning invites me. I’m so happy seeing familiar faces that it has grown into amongst religious aspects, denominations, and ethics. I’ve never been the “it” girl. The “it” is because I’ve always been caught up in it. But also feeling as an “it” because of some conspiratorial truth that totalled my being and I mean it. Sorry…it just makes sense. Being alienated is a nomadic junction. Having people tell you what you should think means hovering personnel. The average person may do anything in life actually for whether it exists or not. Even minded people would know that the upheaval of Earthly power hangs on to hope and doesn’t try it over and over and over again. The bouts of
enlightenment is to stay open with the characteristics that call me to a journey. Understanding draws out meaning in a single moment as the seeing is believing ceases to exist because of the depletion going on inside my body. I escaped but it made me pause, reflect, and keep going in prayers of inclusionary health. Ha, yes! 
Wrecking Ball 
All of these wrecking balls inside my head and my grave. Committed to the fight and not always right; Strike. I like straps and chains in the system we think we know because we think of a money jar as funny… It’s funny money. No matter how much you try to change the unlimited funds you hold inside that brain. Sometimes we are too busy planning our own lives. We forget about the chain of mind of people who are nice to others because they can be. The addiction and conspiracies revolving around our mental health may be right but I know it’s a weird religion coming to you and it’s because I want to understand you and your culture so I’ll tell you about my real, practice and secret as a keep safe, it’s not even something so make up, because to me it’s going in the very book. I call this a mental health memoir as a near public accomplishment and new way to approach a metamorphic mental state without taking the life away of another human being on this planet. Life is too precious to coax it at the surprises you find when something too cool to give is just given. If you find yourself beaten and neglected then you and I can agree that’s real pain. But, to your surprise comes evaluation of our seemingly undivided religion, as the common good. Too many ways, not much life. But I share it with him, he knows it more than anyone else now. But, time does not destroy joy. Tired eyes and no lies is where you can have freedom in the world you see. Just think, too nobody is ever gonna be me, so watch me be reckless and hide a hold cross for silence and I come around the hills to hither the awareness of death. For it is worth the sickness of death that leaves all of the tears wept. 
Social Score 
More like a scar from a score that both media and music, seen as a hierarchy blatant and pure social standard which doesn’t work. The hate and jealousy, criticism and revenge do no good! It drags us all down to a hell on earth. We all know God Allah, etc all are so much so, aiding in our existence here on earth. If you feel so am I wrong, try and sue me. If you replicate this and are a believer, I love you for being you. Finally, real change comes because everyone knows what they want: to save our innocence and secret rebellion on this planet! We have to go green but not now. Too many cars, exhaust tax and homeless expenses to save my money because those who govern don’t have to tell the truth about anything in the human condition of social order. The jealousy from those who have a status in society means nothing! None of us are famous. There are more human beings than statuses. If you find yourself here you might even consider yourself agreeing with me! As I demote bad voices I need good ones to come out of the box closet, floorboards and mirrors. The people are power and have a right to disrupt and vote when they see no one trying to roll with food flow, are you judgemental yet? Written was this book with eyes of this world and compromise of hidden footsteps and an even bigger fight. Socially, I guess for the ‘now’ the good ones wait. 
Volcano 
The following are the findings of which I stand in life. Down to the nitty gritty of bone chilling stories regarding trippy ideas like death. The ‘specs’ are a good group of people who see things as they are, and how they shouldn’t be too. The open enlightenment of us is forever an addiction. The truth of the hinge, symbolic woes, and eternal havoc is my life journey as I make things aware and coast along the shoreline into maybe, a new hardship. Common goals are ‘us.’ The scope of incoherent age erases the bad stuff! In boats of honesty, honesty in a world full of teams and game makers; makers on a forbidden spectrum… and becoming a speculation to the keen and most loved. Loved re many and with death and mourning being true things going the right way in the hues a grieving moment of time etched in the minds, hearts, bodies and souls of the supported parties so righteously involved in the aiding of a new, generated initiative. What’s the initiative? The initiative trying to evolve in our eyes is the stigma revolving around the art of the mental health institution. One that takes the work by perfect storm. In a silent time comes a silent voice whose chance to make it is an honest spark that has the heart of a huge navigation effort to find the way to make it in a field of perpetration and a noble ‘magic’. I find my love for my choice and my journey as ‘near’ constant. Since it’s a little problem and a waiting list of paradoxes and paradoxes
noted by the hands of frozen generations it’s clear that a power settled on a spectrum is that of a mental annuity; our evidence to spike change and, if you’re here and wanna know that our God is in any culture our madness. Only I believe it and see it, do you? 
Family Reads 
Family life is not perfect and everyone struggles with dynamics in a sense. From viewing it, it comes in waves. Coming from within the Hayes residence there really was no go to family normal. At one point, it was all about the psychiatric floor visits and few intensive care unit experiences. You can tell just by one life moment it will always affect the dynamism of the situation, life, and livelihood of a person. I overheard one early morning comment that my dad posed about others rubbing off on me and that it accumulated around their own headspace after my unfathered illness fell out in blurred lines. I act anxious all the time whether it be physically, emotionally, and psychologically. After walking on my own eggshells I knew I hadn’t been living a life. “Physical work is the only way,” Dad said in the rapture I knew only to be in my mind. Dad’s way worked and always had. Too many visions, voices, and people taking over my Earth’s power made me in no condition to pursue the outside world. Actual crazy nomadic madness in true life moves, eh? I don’t even wanna’ say okay but my life looks good then there’s no immediate impact for mental health breaks. I think I always tell my Mom these happenings that overlook humanity. Why has this all been happening to me? My Mom’s instinct is to help in whatever way she can. She has met people all at the time who pay for their own things. Knowing your value is the interpretation best taken on by us…all. Animals, rocks, bugs, tissues, yoghurt, and the sun is high; high in a hierarchical planet. Even, an alignment in family needs that make for a family read! 
Over Anything 
A love influence already causes fate. The person who he has loved truly never goes away. Like a movie sequence I never knew held quite an eye for me and for quite some time. No one had initially touched me in a way that was initially planned. No hatred on both sides because if it was me he loved, it would have been a mistake. Her mistake is his virtue. A folding of ties and then on and into something new. If the world loves everything and then gets a choice because we can love whoever we want in this life then so be it. We might even find each other doing the same things to each other’s lives because that’s what love is. You don’t have to love anybody. A person can be caught cheating and lying. I don’t even want to know how I survived until now because I want to know I am safe in a life that I deserve. Intimate love but not to spread it like a wildfire in my life and I don’t know why. I think I’m pure and when I see someone who’s not, I say “gross”. What I see is no turns, swerves. I see no signals. Crash. Incredible bias and nobody is going to try us. Go ahead and bash trust! No driving but I will use a handicapped bus. I see city lights during my nights and think that only one took my life. Oh, decisions, decisions! Today, kids are your promotion in life. Tomorrow… who knows. You make the decisions to better create your life! You may wish for all things natural. Culturally, that’s pretty good. But it starts with something to become something. That something is probably what makes you who you are and maybe who you ought to be - no matter where you are or how you live, you can do it and achieve your dreams to which hope brings you value. Your very existence on this planet is important. I will always love you. 
Ring A Bell 
The middle is where I found my ground as destiny met fate at my very first job - Mcdonald’s. The stress of being diagnosed meant no more jobs. Stigma. Rare few can relate. My mental health went as a mantra or soul like structure as I felt as though I was a mind or matter. I was isolative, unkind and bitter. Till having a job hid that part little by little. I didn’t know that I should, could and would end up breaking myself as ‘A Key.’ A key question to a decision maker is that if I can't make the voices I hear in my head lonely, can I ever understand a real heart. Prostitutes, demons, energy shakes and a pilgrim. But as time rolled on, my heart did not. Who cares? I wrote all this for you. A goose chase with exception. So more of us are being driven to technological gadgets of your unsaid slave - like qualities. If you work and if you work, and if you don’t. Those among thieves cure cancer. Big things like that with clarity to run real life versus example; The system rewritten is smitten without a licking. The brightest mind of a day to day life in a sort of compact evolution despite strings of dialects and primal instincts. I think I cut the budget when I have a huge heart and overbearing mind. A real happening is a real change. No point in kicking me out in this life, or so far. I know now for decades I already am
the way I am, because they are the therefore am of an entire story there is the mustful action of ringing a bell. We just gotta’ ring that bell! Thus, ring a bell again, again, and again. 
Darkened Horizons 
To my recollection it was a complete misunderstanding. I had an overactive mind, near-constant racing and hormones that were crazy. I have suffered from eating disorders, severe seclusion/isolation, major depression, and schizophrenic-like symptoms. I knew it was time for help. My friends and family allied me so that I could have a fun time with me without getting hurt. I am my own worst enemy. The black of all black. A bipedal human being exploring love at its finest. Life just isn’t what you expect it to be at times so we require rebirth and renewal of more forward approaches to human hard work. Having lived a good life like an average sicko we nurtured money prospects that we all need to go forwards. Punk intended at the adverse sight of the word sicko. All of us sickos sometimes mean we tend to find harsh egos but it's we ourselves who are on a life mission to behold; behold what is new and advanced in this world. I’ve been struggling with low stupid crazy levels in my brain for a very long time – since I was old enough to interpret. Smooth findings and fierce fights happen when someone doesn’t know you well enough to care about what happens when we go on without our mental state or constituency. Awareness to say that I do struggle inside the lines tests the anxious well-being. I still figure the good anxiety is waiting for me on some kind of level. The mental state of me during the collaboration of my own self conduct: frank, kind, with yet a beauty that is way beyond unimaginable cause. Defined by your will to say yes to a real book makes for the experience of your own intellect…just and perfect. There’s an even part to you – renowned and figured in slowly throughout this entire Atlantean memoir. 
Wrecked Stance 
The stories you heard as a kid…are real. The sense that you still have should last forever and not just a lifetime. You get this, I hope. The brink of a break! It’s about time you understood the ghosts you have in your closet where the monsters inside undertow reflections of past threats in and out of people. Remember a time when you can recall being the beastly attitude you can keep? Because it may or may not have been catastrophic outwardly did you get wrecked scientifical emotion both career wise as a real divulged fury. Even our names seem to have a familiar ping and pang. The days I get plenty of sun invoke denotation. The vast outdoors has but nature versus nurture in life. I take this steed as a sled to undergo what’s ahead in a lie that the subconscious denied. Seeking to find new ways in staying standing in rough times not only doesn’t allow the experience for a positive identity to grow out of bi-products others crease humanity together and hold a vastness against the real deals from a gaming livelihood. Rural and urban includes a surround. An actual sound coming from a cue is the oblivious stuff that in my eyes comes with the tragedy of altering a mindstate. You’re addicted to stuff. So what? Is it hurting you? Is it baggage possibly bad when trying another way? Every possible bad urge is the salts in finding another way. To get out of the switch it may be time to switch it up. A peaceful willingness to step into the woods and find indictment can’t be a lonely motive – can it? But, only in company is the result of a delinquent statement; swing heil! No access. No resources. No education. No help…until I begged. No resume. No identification. A complete start of a euphoric engine – hopefully. No ownership threads from people said to be seen as problematic. What is the levelled amount in the account of being called to witness? This entry is the tough stuff in a generalisation of a conversation. They’re just not your level, skill or humanitarian-based need in society full of apparition and conduct. If you’re finding a topic of interest then take it on keep up with it so that you may be mechanising successful potential in the aid of creationism. Lost thoughts expressing human conduct is how they set up ways to brainwash us today. Will you be wrecked in a stance or your own? Wreck you and wreck me due to wrecked others and real people saying we have no funds to make final standings. No money? No problem it may seem. I hope to you – it’s true! Count ten times back to when we knew all of the ways and chose to start conversations and not obliterate them. 
The World & Me 
Tell me: what do you dream about? Do you actually dream in the other clout? The cloud of angered weaving ways wherein droughts appear time after time. I think it’s time to think about yourself if you somehow find yourself relating to the entries involving capital abuse coming from institutions everywhere. If the Earth knows it has already survived you then can we state that we deem ourselves inoculate? The matter present
in a mind ruined by medicine is a hamster wheel out of whack. The only mousing around is done by the following of a deliberated means to know how we move in a refugee presence in a time period. HItting the applause was nothing but a controlled population which made ruling constant as a poorer deal of the past. The time a dolphin’s base comes from is a real precipice. The accounts of determination to break the rules extends families for a long time. Special collective thoughts, meandering minds, and puzzles brother flames that are malnourished! A gas in pre-empted infection already is acted throughout an animalistic try to subdue something as important as the study of mad cow disease. The bottom of the food chain is seen as horseback riding into a quiet period in time for new laws and order to obey. No matter how much is taken I will stand tall and stay still. Gas up! Our cars are the whimming win! For now, anyway. Is that how A real dolphin goes? Will they suppose everything and go? Not quite and rarely despite a boat that is filled with rocks. Eventually, that boat will get away when the real faulty motive was set in a mossy people that deliberated with a mass populace. 
A Living Guinea 
Living Guinea’s find they wouldn’t trade anything for anything because apparently it’s apparent that restraining a station for the continuity of the species is real. What do you do when you find a specimen? We look at a bunch of rocks! Rocks are cool with heightened courage that we need choice in choosing your chee in the exhaustion. We do not call ourselves offensive power as Guinea’s in a chemically assistive system! We Guinea pigs are like security to the unidentified. Days are like my ticking clock and the fear of a new feeding tube! I almost died trying to find a way out of here…a suspicious table that turns. Finding my way in an intensive care near death experience dream meant going further. God has my back…I always knew. Do you care if I faked it and tell you why I typed this? The first time it would have had to be a clear moon landing with the aid of NASA space launchers. No amount of Egyptian-like rule will ever mark us as the dead and gone! I think there’s something cool about the universe and Picasso. They seem so meant for each other! No one likes an evil ruling, though. What did the Egyptians who went back to step one actually know of how they were? Were they going somewhere fools would never think of approaching? If you find yourself still pumping up society and not bringing everything else that’s left to come down in the fears of the world process then that’s good…I guess so. I love mysterious women and capable men, always. I look to Egypt and think…the people and God must keep a high order in a real mystery. I remember learning about a mysterious order when I wrote; “In bad times, there’s God.” Ha, yes! Hidden Encounters provided me insight today and nearly ever other day as I went through everything and not around. Institutions made me feel like they took me away every single time like true triumph.The benefit of the doubt with accustomed problem solving skills is my reminder of becoming; a-wall incognito. I don’t hide stuff neither should I have to in the midst of authoritative figures. I said hello to a physician in a playplace psychiatric floor but not being shown any kindness pre-assault. An accomplishment perhaps is one who will not mask offence. Especially when you know the shadiness in old literal denominations of me knowing I’ll come back to the in-patient ward because a pyramid scheme was used from the beginning of optimal health to an inappropriate response. The emporium was a lived-in company conditioned in money and bank. No rugs to hide things under. No stalker guards to take away the world order completed by the ones who know it most. If you ever do drop a dime remember the mules who bark back in basic terms. A mirror response tackled by bait, too. Originally an encounter with worth and undetermined purpose shows that hitting others whether it be hidden and seen to the naked eye makes my illness from the inside keys. The mule of a population makes for the situation in which one can wave, walk, smile, and talk backwards on a stage not boosted by the test drives wherein processing is the apartheid. Resting is the hidden encounter that is a part of a world's consideration. 
The Ol’ Suggestive Factor 
The night sky seduced me. Casting molecular spells to assist m. Am I invisible or not free? Hastily scorned by someone as k was not judged properly. However, that’s up to him to judge precisely. Precisely written, coaxed, and not well driven.. for it not a spell, is my inner clock not well? Bare my burden and life where I lost the frame at the place where k have dwelled. Count ten times back to when I was well. When I am well I think the most ace is a perfect swell. Take a look at me, I’ll never sell. Sell myself for the world to see - always on the outer banks of our seas. I was born in the seas of desperation and likelihood of love. Let the game stand tall because if you have lived, you surely can give. When you give all those natural juices start to flow and it’s you and your love as you give it a go. It’s a patch of time, a time of incredible doing with what’s acceptable and
what’s not. Not everyone wants or knows real love or true love when they are young - or so you? I suppose real heart and the character when you ‘decide’ live is what you’re gonna get. The intimate order with no ice cube acts manifesting itself into your redness. The Feeling of just being here on this planet makes me wanna have my security blanket back. Rather, it starts with us loving reality but not being able to live with the regret not to live. I think if we all love ourselves then everyone can laugh, talk and read about their problems. If a ‘loving’ relationship has problems maybe it’s time to think everyone’s sick on this planet, because they lie and seduce to cheat. Do your will to love your lies. That’s the ol’ suggestive factor. 
Saltwire Network 
I live in a border city along the sidelines of a mental health act to guide, protect, and nurture until it is no more. As the nurses lick my wounds with lucky salt u see a world of connected effort in a rebound study. To be an ash with a network is to be an attacked phoenix that divorced mesh on part of being single to a cause is cyclic hurt versus criminal nature. Depression should be look at as an injury by a simple single woman like me. Also, maybe, like you! Bad times during a Great Depression is runt — it teaches us to bring life to a try. Questions rigged the runt and rigged a rug from which we swept. People sweep, the badly secure men hide, and our love of two becomes one! God so loved the world and little things to pour on others. We pour stuff and things out on rocks to see if they dissolve. You do not kill the planet…you prepare and find, look, and find in a snatch and catch. Amending a fending look alike until the fighting is right raids an already popular vote. The network is okay but the need for salt in an internal wound is greater. To pluck someone out of life is putting them in no man’s land. Those who were insisting to contribute to grow remain celery stalks — the real no master virtue. Celery is a leaning tower of Pisa. People who sell the good of them and want to commit suicide after is granted no harmonies in worldly nurture. More or less, stalking a good risk is better than killing where water begins. You got ten seconds left to read what can dissolve in chemicals, burn with gas, and disappear with no trace whatsoever. What are we…weapons unwilling to cope with Canada’s weaponized mass destruction? Without more sidelines; sidelines are only a saltwire network. 
Bundled 
The body is like an energy GPS. Life transitions put us on a sort of tilt. It’s weird and strange. Clashing within the working system is getting yourself all bundled up and ready for your life’s expedition. Addiction, alcoholism and drugs gotta guzzle money - worse than gas! The exposure of the change is there. You may be in a translucent state but those who wane like the moon are explanatory. They love, ignore, and admit mind state madness, and are phased not so willingly if you have bad habits then suppose you were being repeated back to adolescence - an started movement that has a greater need in respect to life saving. Bundle that up and you get things right! Call a friend, go to something or do it like a pro while earnings come and go in a sarcastic cheque, write a freaking book, that’ll get people to understand the pen and paper and stick it to the education sector! But, to stick stickers which are institutionally made, is to sell and profit. My work is and always will be more. Supporting our global community is running not a marathon - the marathon from which I step! Never have I stepped on but with. Easy guesses for those learning joker ish methods readying a bundle of joy. I’m going to go ahead and guess they are accessing more in school and learning an easy clean attitude. Learning is an easy sticker for a real electric car! Wait, what about gas?! What for?! You can use this sort of information to match and mix a mix n’ match! Then, you can fight for the right bundle of your life experience and education for gold! Where do you bundle a mathematician to be a great Olympian… that leaves us ‘peeps’ of a totaled generation in which I call “unbroken.” Chocolate or no chocolate I will need to write this book. 
Ethereal-ity 
The loss of friendships after an actual open ended chewing of bubbles is in a personality. Not many innocent personalities can be diagnosed so much anymore. I call the anecdote for my health issues surprising fares. Telling people to spread the question of why it is others beyond comprehension makes change intends hope for productivity and goodness. Teaching others of human goodness is where you should start. We, as a population, move and bend as does government status revolving around an ethnicity in the place of a real beating heart. Didn’t someone first say to me that an uneducated person is a key to civilization and an advance to real medicine. We have to thank our health professionals for our stream. Together, with the combined powers of the people can we assist the planet to make change as a need for changing. Oh, how the world’s story
continues — behold. Being an omniscient soul knowing what is and what isn’t is not taking in too much information as it comes. Life can cloud you but you’re just in a direction to make better decisions for yourselves. I saved good, passionate, actual crazy to then run. Run out of the maze into a gaming phase that was just that credible. Credit…I give credit to you for announcing the words of this entry back to you. The real credit! Not the invisible leeches representing debt collection. This present phase is my disorder. The root of the problem: following in the only footstep I made that was collected into an obese painting that was fractured in a collective human faith — not mine nor do others that travel with it in thine own face in thine own will. 
Carter 
When we all seek to understand first before understanding why we acquire so much pleasure in doing the things we live for it is said that the world mainly runs from love. When parents get retorted there seems to be bending which further stretches financing hardships. When parents say no to their kids we often steer clear and stay caring. Now, bring that information back to yourself. That question of how can I take care of my child with my stamina only makes evidence. I kind of just explained the anxiety in our very own worlds within the human body. The real needs of the population is a kid’s initiative. Anxiety and initiative don’t mix just like oil and water. Do not give up on your dream if you want the right kind of oil to be made to only mix with water to bring the organic Earthworms, our supreme society, back. Dress yourself, shower up, and if need be; eat lots of food! If you feel as though there’s a boat capsizing during the anxiety of putrid lives around you then support yourself; your own needs. Then, build a boat that can supply the goods of others. Plus, funny wolves that are howling when they boat on to others! Tell yourself: we’re gonna’ get through it. My book name was founded on principles that are part Mayan in four agreements that are basic suggestions to treating humanity and our kind of world. They are as follows with being impeccable with your word, not taking anything personally, not assuming assumptions, and always doing your best — no matter what! I know right from the Gecko I was born to write and do something on this planet. So, I compiled a smashbox of entries to ensure its continued capabilities. This book is the actual proof that it still stands worthy without research and statistics! Right from the gecko: reason in understanding with founding logic in discovery. The aid in mental health stance and the ability to see dynamics of a spun reality in a daydream memoir. The bugging part of my book does not include fantasy or unjust choices but more a public affair to check out what has already happened for the beginning of a new listing. 
Trans-Jeopardy 
Transient fairy tales in a community of violators. A wardrobe full of clean clothes and Canadian benefits. My transition from a small fry to a cooked potato is a safety mechanism by examples of growing up physically. Growing can be so magical but it does come with experiences of pitfalls at the time. Pitfalls to victory. The moral victories to freedom. With this book, I start at the very bottom hoping to stretch to the top. Nova Scotia is beautiful. If I were to paint the lost city here it would be a picture of what was sketched in the earliest days. Community faces just waving the hand above the wheel when other people are driving, too is the Atlantean way. Going a bit further into the history meant meeting David. David explained how he’d play in ball diamonds and the meandering he had in life before restrictions rose up in Nova Scotia — his home for life. He remembers consolidating the statement which says loudly that we are Nova Scotia proud. Everything else is left in a sort of trans-jeopardy. In the woods, mentally exhausted individuals are one of the most greatest aspects revolving a start to a likeness of repeated faiths, traditions, and doctoral litter. Just think of when you had been for what was to be an intimate look into the real and understood. It’s good to happen in stride and sometimes not. You’re probably saying; what on Earth is she making clear when it was always spoken from a child’s persona? I feel that if you want to sit back and read but little by bit you will be filled with relatable joy and possibly bewilderment. In a worldly matter of time that is at war with stance we see blatant humanitarian crisis in this nation of volunteers who deem the Earth we stand on; on only as one. 
Surrounded 
When we are surrounded by basics we often settle for the good stuff. Call it smart although sincere would fight miserableness. Steady yourself cuz’ your life is here on this planet — surrounded! You’re here but never are quite alone. A compromised attitude marks grizzly attempts to
spot a human lead! Lessening the currents is not making it loose. Super motivated is the vastness of a bigger heartbeat. Mousing around will pulsate an original bodied system without sand traps and the accursed ego. Caramel trenches that conserved the mental health institute is not a shortcut nor rope. Forested reality, by my book of it, is a thorn. Throbs are like devil clout wherein worst case scenarios arise from the past to survive the future. Sampling the now reels it in for the imposed dreams you have to this very day — even if you can’t call it back and remember. To exterminate one is to boil another for human products we knew but could not overcome. I know I have a human life who knows they wanna’ keep up but get put down. 
You’re surrounded by shelf lives and that's what I call; “small things served to flight." Regarding my story, it’s like a world. Well, through world eyes. Adulthood knows the planet but not of it. Families have travelled around the planet but won’t go through it. I feel as though I buzz around losses. Are we really free in this country? Human cruelty is akin to animal issues. Hope and prosperity explode because volunteerism sewed bad things making me an awkward advocate. The actual controversy revolves around a suicide car filled with a verbal threat but no other news. Our ability to be good makes for a goose but a Canadian goat. Posting triggers a rightful commentary. You never really can hand paint the original canvas. The violence is a cue for it that fueled a troubled eye of purpose who did not receive proper treatment in the decades of unrecorded conflict between better conclusions. No religion abided by nor used in the abuse that just stopped — inoculates in the stuff pouring down from a spaced tilt and no bones in names that describe grace. 
Mimzy 
I hear people say that they want what they can’t get. We are rebels in a chaotic rubble. I personally blame living without murmuring insults of being racist. It was a stupid initiative that a person’s false leader, like a lamb, was sacrificed at worst. Projecting so much that once I was forced into a show and tell era that showed no showing in a tall tale was why I came home ridden of anything I had so I wouldn’t talk of the atrocities in a treated food chain with animals coding existing conditions…again. My history with white magic was a watcher as it went black — always. Small crutches for wrecked mindsets are often treated for why — guess and quote yourself. Mimzical information gets fed into you as you go mimzy, too. Life is too precious to be a flatland…especially small. The Big Bang theory versus the big boom with intimate saviours. The path of the power steering is as life experiments serve us execution are blameless and unexcited. Canada I feel needs superficial blundering to be mimzy. Nobody is the last mimzy…until they started to read this book, perhaps?! Now we are all mimzy tied together with no other. The other part is you — it always has been with the have beens dying amidst, amongst, and often without eyes of purpose. The “it” of your own code for life is changing things like an attempt of realising real impairments. Where am I in all of this? The world populace does not know — neither does anyone who has the eyes. Minimising happiness is making society look foolish by a governess. I retreat with a government still in shackles who was scrambled by proper leadership. Whom do I write about in moist preservation as Earth is as dormant decay?! Ha, yes. That’s the people's taste — for now. 
Boomerang 
Convicting a tattoo in Australia is the root of all karma. It says Ky in the vein of my hand before the damage of needles. If you believe in any sort of religion then you see circles of wonder. So you really come back? Or, are you already here? Why do we come back around and fight the hell in people? Why do we realise things to the unseen eye? Realms of reality delete these questions to the unforeseen. This world is a dime in a sea full of pennies so we better be wise in the selection of lives blurbed otherwise. Carbon copies dominate supposed theistic power. Boomerangs are like those who mess with true popularity. Popularity is nothing with convicted felons. The boomerang symbolises a blue butterfly. No reduce, reuse, recycle — just you. Blue butterflies are rare to catch and are even harder to let go. When you can be raped within a marriage it can happen anywhere there are just no words. Packs of stray cats have a tendency to spray all over. Specified people are like specified relief. Some of us have short lived lives. Some of us catch mice and never come back. Why? The tolerability of torture formed the full potential of a boomerang! Know this: never stop in Australia because the kinds of forms made wherein travellers, like the people, never laugh off. Am I contradicting hell? Yes, it’s clearly in one almost as it’s like a flag town out here…c’mon! We know broken humanity when we seek it. We don’t know from how or where but I come from a very poor family. Although I was taught in a secluded life with little to no exposure to family, a mental scrutiny for being the first to hear my own
voices' conclusions on either side of my family was like a death sentence and then some. I don’t even have a future planned because families are torn at the seams these days. I’m no fool and I see change not in the now but from a future full of rehashed sprinting for freedom techniques. Symptoms hashed by those who crack eggs, organic ones, and never foolish but are full of gimmick. Those full of no remorse settle with no clear shot and a pocket. Fool’s gold goes out to the ones that have everything and want more! Greedy thieves try to change the things that are not forgiven from false pride endured by a medicinal run of indecent medicines putting access in patient care and the style of waiting for accommodations as a huge concern. What you read here in this entry is my undiagnosed Schizophrenia — raw and painfully chronic. Never mind the organically certain symptoms of the disease I write out as so. The humane thing is Gaia — embellishing our Earth. As golden as the sun itself…here is where we are given lots. 
Speaking Life with Little Experience 
I’m always turning radically in a preposterous circle! Like some rampant overture. But that’s to be truthful with my evolving my lifeline. And, when someone messed with my lifeline, I left a note or sense that I will be coming back with a more cause to my life. Anarchy was my accursed young mind. The illness itself remains attached. It wasn’t about the medication but learning how to cope, see, and change in preference with who I am. Swooping up was an unfair trial and tribulation for what everyone thought was right for me. Hi, I’m Kylie and *** Though my case has vastly changed and maybe you are still struggling every day I reprehend you — you are strong. Not to butter you up too much by repeating a mantra you may or may not use on your day-to-day business. “I am no longer bound to the ways. As I venture out into the outdoors of the world out of my body I see culture, family, testimonials, and laws no one could ever readjust if they are bound to ways. I am a free bird and I fly. The very thought that I am undeniably human proves I am at a vulnerability. All I know is that the equivalent mass number of family services needs to rise to equal a better experience of full- long term societal roles wherein you may do a full circle regardless of which way it turns! All of these wrecking balls inside my head. All of these wrecking balls on my grave. I've unknowingly committed to the fight. Straps are bound to my wrists so that I may endure the pain...not escape it. My life is full of varying consistencies like our four 
seasons. No matter how much you try to change, the consistency will always alter itself into a timeless and reckless fashion. Our souls prepare us for the fight but the spiritual essence of our being knows better. I've always seen human beings as fragile but tough little things. But, when enduring the fight we forget who really sees the whole picture - our soul. The ideas are in the state of the soul. Like bees buzzing around taking on their last rounds of the season; leaves lay out a soft bed for what is to be mulch after winter's untimely wrath. In regards to my story, it’s like someone has completely wiped out my proprietary slate within my mind and mysteriously rewrote all that is and, in defence, erased and totally renewed my lost and found folders. That still remains as a; ‘very stupid mystery.’ And, I'm so young I haven't lived enough yet to find out. Life is too precious to coax it at the drop of a hat. If even for a short while I lift myself up to the heavens that is enough because when you’re old it comes down hard on you if interpreted the right way. A wise mentor once told me that the quiet individuals within a classroom are the most likely to succeed. This is because of their multiple opportunities to reflect on situations without the conscious budding in and destroying this process. Also, being ‘inside yourself'' while in a classroom in high school, for example, allows you the opportunity to learn from others. As we know, many make countless mistakes which are later regretted. In all, Remedios teaches me the importance of not following a crowd. We are all unique and deserve to express this uniqueness to spil.. 
Unmissed 
Becoming a marsupial whose hopes were unburdened is ok. To conclude, a concrete delusion remakes a recycled conduct. Well, off were those of that, this, they, and them. I found one person but they were jaded, unrealistic, and the requirement was way too thin so they chose to focus on their health over donating something, not just anything to the repercussions of what those who died had a;ready tried to get across in death, dying, and the actual ones who persevere. The preservation is of public choice. To help serve the best I can without a total gregarious relapse to thoughts of self-harm or suicide taken health because of the evil prime intergrated Canada…over us already living here. How can I be hyperactive during constant physical symptoms repeating in a larger cycle? Only as though a Matrix swirled into a second standing period of just questioning has timing that is so abrupt it almost takes you away from your present. The brain functioning which enables unmonitored mental states who focus on concentration types
make for a final finish as true unintentional decisions such as a makeshift government who would damage the bone frame heals the polishing of true effort. The triggered primary halls in parliament make for a bunch of nobodies who believe in somebody with a proven distinction of an autistic belief for real human health speculations along a free spectrum – the evolving human condition. Innocence is an immunity to those straight in the view of a bared burden that society made agin plus over that of nature. At random cause an abounding sense of over sensitivity to light, colours, sounds, numbers deem an over the counter motive. It should be said that without a team conducting steadily assessed brain deduction during toxic health experiences coming from inside the brain tissue I can say that inside practical movement is a proper dialect. Prostitutes, demonic energy, energy suckers, a waste facility in the head are all used as a pilgrimage, acting as basic training of a loss of home far back. The world never intended the trying faults to be for real but destiny met fate in incongruent bitterness. True safety nets radiating no spontaneous recovery but in holy toxicity does deterioration flow. Physical is fun – did you know that? Or, is it the best joke? Jokes always include life’s palpable journey in finding solace as an identifiable enlightenment which takes the primal instincts away for a holistic lifeline. 
The Willingness To Undo 
The spark of change was my family telling me a decision had been made. We were moving two years early to Nova Scotia. Naturally, I knew dreams really do come to reality and it threw me for a loop. No more of this and that and time for discovery and to finally ride the wave. ‘The trip home’ was to be the featured headline but to me the trip home meant we were on our way to my forever home, Nova Scotia which happened to me on Oct 1st 20211. Written before the devastating outbreak of pandemic Covid-19, during, and straggling on after, I must say my memoir wills an immediate nostalgia for our pasts but with the gruelling past behind me at least it set ashore new possibilities in my own little cavern with my family. The sunroom within our home was where the title of this memoir was so organically raw. As it happened for me – it is me. Nova Scotia is the ultimate domain as to where I personally wrote scraps for the most part, wrote, and put together Organic until it was finally finished on the brush of the Atlantic forefront. They have me at a weird standpoint. I reassuringly tell myself that questionably it is not when you should talk it is how you should talk. I guess the applications with whether it is right to tether on when to or when not to talk are two preferential views. Decisions. Decisions. Astoundingly, I wait because it’s always hard, meticulous, getting to the nitty gritty of things. Evaluation of topics I don't bring back although the aura of it all is soothing. Mom is there — she almost always is and we, as a pair, have a language that is outspoken. So how come more and more and more of us are unhappy and disengaged with our surroundings? I mean, a mass amount of people now called civilians created society but we are being driven to technology wherein one might endow slave-like qualities. And now we have a question; what is the right mind state that is in the right psychological conduct of your unsaid barriers without us breaking down or becoming burnt out? The human condition calls for socialistic outcomes in a sort of input/output system that is chosen among thieves. Mankind is smart but with all the information we have you’d think we could have a loss of codependence at an earlier age so the brightest of minds can be worked with. We can have a system but it needs to be rewritten. The brightest mind with the ability to cure cancer for example could be in a neighbouring continent. Now we result in a social order hoping one can rise out of normal day to day life in a sort of compact evolution era despite strings of dialects and primal instincts. Prostitutes, demons, energy suckers, I as a pilgrim...this was a part of my life in twenty fourteen that had been always inspiring as I engaged in self acts that were basically training me to take on one new attitude at a time. On life after suffering, the loss of a home that was correlated as it conspired life on the inside. But as time rolled on my heart did not. Never did I intend to completely end a livelihood nor the people around me only family knew what I was truly up to in my deviousness of the isolation. Maybe this book can be the bigger purpose of what I am trying to do but do now exactly. The middle ground is where I found the forefront where destiny met fate at my very first job - Mcdonalds. The stress of my incongruent and undiagnosed mental health status went into a mantra like in my eyes: mind over matter. I was isolative, unkind, and bitter. Still, having a job hid all of that - for the most part. I didn’t know that isolating myself was the key piece in how my identity was being formed. I was breaking away from society...and myself. So, in such a circumstance, I say hold on to the ones you love dearly and let them know they are loved: my crazy experiences in Windsor’s psychiatric ward taught me that as it only made my condition worse due to not coming out of it myself. At one point I figured in my head my voices because I was that lonely.
The Master Moral 
As one encompasses a moral dignity, the acquired traits that assist in the extortion of success marks in life’s endeavour. Some mechanisms in my story have become outwarding flaw. I mark things unfinished when putting people to work is real. What had happened to the leaves in afterthought and rapid rapture as a shy rambunctious smile intrudes in on a fight. The thing of who I am is to feed through a livelihood. Boom! Society likes to complain about famous people but forget the funniness around life. Our impulse for normality has the normalcy of laughing at fear when you can not. I kid you that normally I am kidding. The acting boat gone away for treating symptoms is a line to grab me to give into a master moral compass due for furthering fancy in new pupils thinking about how it all ends one day. Do we destroy this in the people or does that scare the adults who auditioned them too much? How much is that woe worth? Gaia says it is a system unfetched coming into play from being a handy guide on traumatised restockment and response. That comes from across the world where people need help and finance — not just with the laws pronounced. Earth, why would this happen? God, have you no steed? Prophets, why are you detouring? I think we all fight for a new flight in life without a masked knife. Are we all living a good life? If you find yourself focused on the history of things and the lives of personalities who were on the Autistic spectrum, then mental health can institute meaningful perfections in nature and nurture. We all get lost up in the hype marking a bordered area for those who show sanity on a care related on a special basis for those in need. Patience to work through sensitising doses of you, intact, is a navigation error in a paradigm from which you act. You might feel odd but you still have the ability to run safe in a crowd! This mirrored population is in you — the crowd. That belt of courage is galactic and, in part, scores a tentative humanity. Oh, the anarchy! The whispers of courage were tidbits coming from my apparatus. Remnants of basic needs not being met in a young man’s prime. The real pawns of a score. Remotely tragic, I know. The hard thing to figure out is your friendly help in the surety of help. In other words, it’s in the courage of a whisper. Somehow, may we all be and remain intact. 
Unified Keys 
I am celebrating you. I am celebrating. Far out as the eye can see. During the interventions, I will see you. I saw them. I saw us - an actual person turned inside out. I didn’t believe it could happen until it happened to me. The bubble had popped. I was finally allowed to be in a ‘safe zone’ but was only exposed to suicide when I saw danger. However, my autism spectrum self knew my commitment that there was help and suicidal screening was the thing you needed. Do you want to talk to a friend today? Get on some bandwagon to feel again. Call a helpline that is available when you ask just to search and listen. I love you, my reader and if you find yourself asking questions while you’re still young at heart then know your love holds no expectations. This exceptional story defines love at its core. It means love is in each and every one of us. And, each of us at one point or another in our lives have been different but we’re all loved by who? That’s up to all of you to assume on a regular basis. How do we celebrate the fact of the day. The inert process within me was flipped as if I had no realness anymore. In a repetitive fashion it’s the story of my life. Supposedly everyone struggles from tragedy having been born from a higher imagination. The distilling of a mental strategy is how the gizmos in our minds equals talent coming out of a mass as the mind burns bravely just as the sun does every single day in our lives. The role I was able to take on was like any other soul taking on the heat from under the sun. The progress is but a sadness to introduce world ways made throughout the decades only to come full swing with ordinary life’s teachings in a bit of a startling manner! There comes an intermediate hope that I will transfer both conditioned and learned skills into a life full of topsy touring situations. Challenging moralled belief systems but also revealed minor missteps that were monitored. Looking at myself it coils in a dangerous unknown. The fall of man is within my eyes! I’m the kind of girl who doesn’t wait for the world..I just sit at the side for the call of realms that imagination was forged in as I thought it through an inescapable future aided by childhood precipices. Trending as a thing, new territory of being exponential was a force of rise. I have been struggling alongside many others to put life in order. Really, if only the clock could speak. I wouldn’t be so alone. My brain needed a little shove as evolution reminds me to look at things but not give in. Rebellion against strict unset standards is like me in water. The focal points are unsettlingly restricted! I am the fault in the Earth’s energy to engage in the slips we call reality along this Atlantean memoir. To be psychotic kinda sounds like this: a kitty for me and a world to see. Nobody is ever going to make me…so let us be free! Split. Your song is a screaming door. Wham. Picked purple like my licks. Pick force. This is my most basic
explanation for those suffering under a sick and immediate need for new life. And, if you're serious about calling 911 or hugging a family member or friend, use your imagination to get ahead because if you’re anything like me in this world, then goodness is purity. Purity is in the trees, rocks, beings that move with all cornered subjects included with taxonomy – the original classification of things without harming the specimen/species. 
Costumed Agents 
Though we are bruised and shaken we know we are the best we have been. A little shove or a little extra help was the clue! Life is tough when we are real with the real; push into a n open atmosphere. Rue the day I would chant but not rule the world. If I ever were to try to take my life and turn it to something new it’s because of cognitive delay in robust functions. The brain will disallow itself to think on a regular basis. A chemical known as costumed agents as if they were thinking that they all were in need of something big that was not in a country forlorn. Immense feelings have always been teachers of their own distinction of having none but really good assessments. I, being with my own teetering thoughts, create fear in the fittest for those in a survival mode. Ah, a mood alongside the outerbanks of what is seen and understood. Which is better seen through the objectives we make – whatever could I mean? Notes made time after time have been mustered making the lines of what could be followed along with as an equal service. Nurturement of self is enough as anarchy is akin to those in my steps. Steps to success through a means of returning a lot of right influence. The illness itself I’ve portrayed throughout this entry is always going to mean that we don’t get what we want a lot. The case in my afflictions vastly changes as it stands over and over again. You learn how to cope by a real interpretation in and about freedom – however ways in which we all wind up. Know that agents of destruction are the people who seek out higher means without having help. Often, forgetting a means of helping oneself is not knowing how to bargain for happiness in spoken statements that should be followed when you follow them. We are; as appropriate as I note, in the expenditures of an inoculated breathing as a customs agent in the midst of life itself. 
Each of Us 
Frenzies have the anecdotal frenzying serving as hatred in new rule. If making danger is one of the prosperities you’ve come to know; know there are always more turns than turns taken. After having sought out better support just know that when you come to find the actual dosage you can lean on, then is it only then we can and should say we are okay. I miss my actual Earth ties as I was taken away so feverishly from another Earth. Society makes for those at war today, stupid. Bad guys are everything amongst the turning of a world table not inviting the ones who go horseback riding in the eyes of purpose and understatements. An understated connection to Earth is okay. A matter such as our own connections to life is something we do not dare to get caught up in the selfish tone others own in adverse rights to subject the rest to prior implications that make those hushing smarts referred to us: not so caught up! I was taught to practice honour in and out of motivation. In method, reaching beyond the horizon and among the stars makes the planetary alignment gleam but not exactly known. I retire with self humility as well as being straight up humble with the begging question: why is the Earthly book I write named; Gecko? Totally reputable personal endeavours at play endowed an ethereal aspect. It’s the bigger statement of a detail within a dialect of how utter conclusions lay at bay as actual beacons – beacons of remaining phoenixes who have and teach at will. 
Conclusion 


                 Life brings laughs, fun, and the unexpected real insight. As my father says it can be like a true time of solidarity slowing a fixed pulse. To be fixed in place for a long haul like suffering permits comes the makeup of altercations and cut-outs – one which we can make suddenly and with ease. Should we all rustle up some space for a new human condition? Yes. Those who do not avail innocence befalls again into an even bigger disaster – an unled but one who thinks they are amongst the felt causations towards the real original leading family and extended family comforts. Turbulent times bring those who have aided in the secure pressures bent back to a new vision. Fortelling anything for a higher purpose these days means nothing – you think?  It became a point of view that completes a junction of aspects where little to no no peer support was able to be constructed. As it became a preferential choice that was given to me it melted the severe isolation that was at play. There was a door that needed to be opened and it was to be opened on my own accord. Being blind, however, is figuring out how exactly it is you got there in the first place as it is its own mystery within itself rebels. The mystery that is delegated upon and discovered evolves new stuff. We constantly search and search and search for more. When you finally figure out that you're in this stage a newly found growth and expansion occurs in your consciousness. Your own personal growth status is steered off course towards more. Towards the dream, the human endeavour that of which we all arrive and thrive upon what is birth. And more when you’ve delving through the ruins of finding life's purpose - however long that takes you into a future you may never imagined! This is more of an obligatory approach to an important denotation of a 21 year old's will to promote a precedent for change in an ever recalculating method from which a society
such as ours lives in. I want to mummify my idea that never died but grew throughout a trial and error method to stop the madness of repeated experimentation. A Potentially impacting full-blown/capable initiative is not tucked away waiting for someone; anyone who will act upon my idea and/or vision. I want to be that one person who is a stepping stone into change by writing this book. I am taking on the title of an active-change maker who, again, proceeds into a future maybe never imagined! It’s time that we, as a collective group of mindsets, we cordially reach a time of impeccable truth. One might adjust themselves accordingly in a society in order to deem themselves important. We are one populace, though. You might even realise you’ve all been surviving with not many of you actually thriving. 
Let's make something of ourselves and bring it back to a day when hard work meets the needs of a species and not a singular strategy that, quite frankly, isn't in the best interest of innocent civilians. I'm pressing for a better understood subculture that has a voice above the clouds - not this distanced culture of an undiscovered collective consciousness where we, as active changemakers, can no longer contribute to the betterment of society. My will to discover new and vital paradigms is the hope of the century wherein, I, spark an interest that better goes out towards a more and grandiose picture that society can go off of. Now that that is done and said, I see no reason for undertaking such a cruel and bitter dishate for the humanity I am trying to fix. I can’t help but look back at these people to see if they are continuing such a discourse of hatred or not. Whatever it takes - I will help them as their bad luck is a given that goes along with the hands of time. This universal standard seems almost impenetrable of all that is here and now. It won't matter how much loving, how much altering, or how much indecent human rights were violated in my journey because it will come down to the nitty gritty of proving they were wrong and everything they said about me is ripped paper. What a repetitious muse...and, if you're lucky, you get to practise telling it with an even greater cause to better help people and their generations. Our lives are eventually deemed with hope. If we can ride the wave - the maverick, we must continually apply and reapply both known conditioned and learned skills to life. Confound them all! Adjust to life's unseemingly faltered ways. It's the unseen forces that bother me the most that bring me the most discomfort. This puts me at a revolutionary status. The thing is; you can't see what a person is and they often come across as misconstrued from what has been really going on through all of the huge conspiracies we could never bear nor even fathom to delegate from. It’s all about an endeavour in the woods. We, as humans, want to thrive and not just merely survive these barriers and obstacles that bring us away from success. The woods symbolise the connection with mother nature; a place where life thrives. 
Our collective subconscious brings us to a place of mental standing - one who has willingly committed to a preferential cause. It’s like you know you are there and it's your own reality that unlocks an important aspect to living the life of your dreams - this is why mental health is so important. It’s important to educate yourself on the subject. This will eliminate stigma and when you’ve finally achieved this; there’s no going back. Your mind is your tool and when ensuring others that it is at its’ optimal capability for the enlightenment of the present day is a stake you’ve found in the present moment. When I gathered my insights from various sources I discovered mental illness to be no two-way street. Rather, by this I am exclaiming that mental illness is a complex and ever evolving institution of collective thoughts. It's more like dozens of interwoven streets all with good intentions, yes, but ever-growing and ever-expanding as society, psychology, and medicine practices make new discoveries on massive scales. By saying this I put you on a road to higher understanding; one of which can be defined on a societal level of understanding as it branches out into different subsections. There were times when hardships were exponential but somehow the way it was handled was for the good of all mankind. Overcoming barriers and known obstacles that strayed me from the path but reverted me back after times have changed. I was naturally attuned to this and no doctor could ever tell me it was in direct correlation with my small ways. I was born a certain way for a reason. And, it's with this that I lay down life's most core and fundamental and suggested principles - hope, love, faith, and truth. Hopefully with life's most fundamental and suggested principles in mind we will be able-willed to translate the support from various sources we receive in life into intermediate hope, love, and faith, and truth: lessons that can be told to our spouse, children, grandchildren, and beyond. My immaculate heart bears no burden any longer once I have travelled that painted path. We are beacons of light which will guide all of us home. I was inducted into an even greater position and became a spiritual delegate whose hopes were unburdened. I shook in place with hot tears pouring down my face as I spoke to the moon through my temporary
home's window as if I were my friend. Some time ago, patience was contentment but sometimes there was a need to push the envelope and discover new territory. The lock and key are waiting for a time when they both can be used but you must ignore it as this is not what life is about. We are discovering. My reflection is a representation of the times. A piece that has been scorched and melted down and shaped by the hands of faith. It's evolution at its finest with all the days becoming one. Enlightenment seeks out passive anger and alters paradigms everyday. Today I am aged. We all are with no way forwards and no way home. I was sinking in an impenetrable liquid that disallowed me from meeting the criteria for my full potential. So I sunk...down, down, down until I can no longer remember what the life before me held. A white light had always surrounded me. I was neither dead nor had I lost anything in the internal pressure in the human processes as an even greater cause becomes known. But, maybe that's all we need...a little time and pressure that better steers us into directions we never fathomed. I always remained confused and acted stupid when I was steered off course. I found myself in a realm of despair, alternativeness, and fear. In the end, it helped me rather than actually puncturing my livelihood. It was a moment in time when one questioned the validity of life. I wanted to take the trip home. I've been aboard a ship that sails deep into the horizon only to find out that I am its sole navigator. I find myself homesick but I know it's my journey that calls me home - not life. 
I am no longer bound to my ways. As I venture it became a need for redemption in all of God's givens because I am undeniably human. I see that I had to get lost in order to come up to par with my rather intrinsic surroundings. But I ask you this question: who knows? All I know is...I'm home and my strong integration has come full circle with my life. I am aged. It's a process of letting go; I suppose, in order for something great to happen. I am a carbon copy replicating itself one cell at a time. I walk among you. I know you. I am you. We all, in unique ways, follow each other in the same likeness and image. If life takes one gigantic step we all intermittently follow into the shoring up of new possibilities and coincidences that serve as facts bestowed upon mankind. It is a universal tiding that keeps it going as it ties in with the life and times of the heart and the soul. They become irrevocable ever-capable ways it aids in an spectral conclusion endowing the livelihood of a child’s will to live. We are all children of the inner light. When that light falters we’re all at stake for what is to come with future generations. We don’t know ourselves enough and when that togetherness disassociates you know it’s the, the abolition of what we were takes hold and never lets you go. But, I was already gone. Hour struck 9 and I had blood on my sleeve. Where do I come from? A place beyond the plexus where I knew no one but wanted everything. I am no longer bound to the way. Quite frankly, there are a lot of ways. As I have ventured beyond the horizon and among the stars it has brought me to an unsteady standstill. A perfect time when life is no longer a madhouse but a recovery centre where souls are made anew due to inhumane processes that have happened over and over and over again. Pain is no longer a deep encounter but a timelapse of superficial offerings that have bound branded souls to the pressure of time. We are now in the now of its entirety. Coming from my own preferred standard point of view, I never thought it would turn out this way. In regards to my life story and to whom I am openly becoming because of my life experiences I view the circumstance as frank. I have continually set precedent for both myself and others in conclusion that my life is an overall collaborative journey. To some extent it would seem as though something totally reputable were at play; but no, my personal endeavours have led me to the complete and utter conclusion that I have held upon myself since then. Figuring out my identity was but a rapid time life stance being another. This memoir is the trip of a lifetime that advents another calendar date within my life. My lonely soul looks at the outside world in ways only my soul could understand. When they say “into the woods” they’re right but not in literal, tangible form. The coarse leaves I met in a rough patch of woods on route to Quebec were protected by its ‘biological DNA sequence’ in my eyes meaning the plants and trees had a furry omniscience about them. It meant Inwas free and that the stories and trials or experiments as a kid were true. Now it is time to implement Earth’s rawness as I finish and transcribe this book on the Atlantic. It was like everything had washed up on shore and I no longer had a way. They, being my parents, survive this chaotic lifetime that we need to get on board to save. Too many have gone and passed their lives in a chaos to separate into new, bettering, or worsening times. When I knew tireless accounts of misconduct by precipitous natural abilities, and habits that only àssissted me to freedom. I was in a box for years and never gave up. I was in a hospital for quite some time because it was the epitome of self resolution.
The never-ending splurge of the love for my parents, friends, and extended family is unwasted precious hours as I feel exact about almost everything. My extended family endows me to go after a familiar livelihood which tends to splash at your door front. I am a high functioning autistic. Autistic is as autistic does. You should know this through my writing now. It’s different isn’t it? My feelings in writing entry by entry. Even if I get confused by the grief in my own writing, I like to think of the literal sickness and healing. I’ve been tested for Autism but to no avail as there hasn’t been any help with being slightly there on the spectrum to people who are not. I identify as Autistic and I am enabled to do so. With so many smarts and thoughts running through my head there is no wonder why I am the way I am today. Catching the eyes of the supported person or persons with a disability, has actually been supporting me in a way in which I like. To live a life of calling is mine. No one takes that from me. No one I know has ever been at a level where the very least responsible with participating persons can change. Whatever changing winds there are out there in the world I like to think of it as just because we're always learning. So that I may explain why small bits of me are just as is. I will never have the words to say the exact story because this is not an autobiography. What I’ve gotten myself into are small notes scrambled together in an arrayed fashion. 
Author's Notes 
The reality of writing an unforeseeable book was that the unjust patterns, fate. colours, matrimony, heartfelt kisses, and the most meaningful indecent hugs solidified a real bond destined to go undone that could and should have lasted a lifetime to some until it’s simple that at the drop of a hat; the hat came off and it didn’t. All you got was a peacock feather stolen from someone else. 
When my life had first occurred to me it had been blatantly just taken for whatever causations and drumming effects. Daily reminders from family told me how to do and when to endow it whenever you do it. But, that is all that needs to be done. Nobody is listening until you pop in your own reads to this point. I hope you will do your own soul digging in the entire collection. Families were torn apart while I was growing up and do not know the level of nothing being offered when it was a blood of anything pure being shed. To be said now, I've been moved on all over cultures in spite of what I need to do - let the cultured supporters go. Only will I ever stand with one Earth, one God carrying himself from the beginning of time with organic Earth people who perpetuated a do not steal, loot, raid, or think they have their own place. They not only get a devil’s return but a mysterious input called specialism; a real conduct that ain’t not willing to collect. When you understand the bad only do you use there and then to make your way from taking the ways from innocently woven bits and pieces to what they have to know now - a present knowledge. 


              It could have been an act of desperation whether it negatively spawned in choice, form, or acts of activism that disallowed our country from desolative clouding without healing retreat. Canada should have been rare until the nonchalant rise. All the people would have surrounded good and  always made the trying decision to live otherwise. It may have seemed fine in blaming madness and hatred as a spectrum but Canada was always far back in protection because of public sublimation coming front those in stupid power. I’ve seen the world failing some odd few times so why is it now being called a condition – sick in sense to many others. No constant switch but a controlled merge happens to most of us. We all may seek thoughtful processes as an illness coming from the word of others. In the criminal tone, in a word of mouth, the real one was those afraid to speak of being chained, choked, and bound during the process. Coming from having trails that were trained out until turnt in only make a solid sleep as the others who can be fighting to confide in whatever establishes a realism throughout our lifetimes have rest.
This is my memoir which was written in the like bouts of a mental health institution processed in and throughout smarts. This is a cool memoir coming from no staged point of view but a bright and unidentified one. Finished on the other side of this country we say as Canada - our home, it was written in the middle of Canada and finished on the Atlantic though life experience was also coming from the West. If some higher power stood by me probing understanding then we would have a confusing world. Pulsing water would come at me through a never ending high of purity. The perfect help would have to be forged and longed alongside a multi-talented board of people - archangels. These are people that could, would and should take on my mental health case scenarios. Where the individual wants to still thrive and not survive is usually what I say. You can still be sick but able to reach out for support. There can still be advice with the imperfections or the slightest mere perfection in support. Support systems are the very best going from one end of the spectrum of mental health to one with autism. Making things sewn up is like a tie with another human being. Our ties can never end except at death. So, if you meet a new person today, say hello because it’s eerie to think of someone reduced to nothing but as passed away. Being passed away is nothing but the creaking of a rusty gate but I must be serious if I think I can get away with anything in this life. Of course, that’s just me blowing bubbles to stay all wrapped up staying dry and warm. The course to enlighten individuals going away from our lives is like leaving the mainland and making fashion into going towards something more familiar. 
Souness. It will and will always do proper moves. Or do you take it away to devilish ways over, over, and over again. I will do what I’ve always wished for in the best possible way. From mind searching to disruptive social collaboration in institutional settings it has left scars that would only be revealed in minor missteps that were monitored. Throughout my four years of being misdiagnosed with Schizophrenia, I forced myself to experience different realities to understand mental health and that kept me digging….and digging. I took on the task of stepping into another’s shoes. These mind state realities deepened with intensity as time went on and at times had to be bargained with. It challenged my moralled belief systems
but also my preferred mental standpoint. Nothing felt plausible and so as I continued to deny life’s awkward vastness, I came to a state of complete and utter consciousness that our human essence is always involved. These artificial light spectrums are livelihoods and ways of life that certifiably are not applicable. They lead you to feel like you belong but we’re all different and behave in unique ways exclusive to your identity. I felt my way through all of it, I found life’s true capabilities through unrendered isolation because that’s what I had to do. I was a naturally appointed cause, because I knew that if it was going to happen it was up to me. Mental health matters. Being a part of the mental health system has opened up my eyes. Everyone has something, let’s be honest with ourselves but we, as a people, lack insight and that’s a big deal. We are like these poor blindsighted horses in a race we don’t want to win because it will add you to the collection if the rat race. The toughest thing about being claimed to have mental illness is the pressure of being put under a microscope and the near constant threat of relapse into an illness unknown. Chained, choked and bound was I. 
You all have done great at trying to make me feel at ease in times of great anxiety. I was always put in the hospital so you never saw the process of growth. I saw the conclusion of growth. I still have a lot of baggage that shouldn't be said about because it includes our family that took a toll and i'm angry that everyone, including Shauna, won't smarten up and open their eyes to the recuperation that is in the works. It's actually like a burden. My heart extends to your emotions and from a psychologist's standpoint of how to get there. I love you fam short and sweet. But the trek of my brain is much greater than your hearts. For brains are not beauty. There is pain and within that pain is truth. I call this reputable line beauty beyond imaginable cause. 
You may have seen that my happiness was almost too easy to attain, maintain, and nevertheless perfectly sewn as an excitable pleasure. Self discovery is my rampant overture, which is seen in more voiding your shadow. Rampant overture is something that takes everything and consumes it without terror and increased dissonance, fate as a father rather than destiny as a brother but both exist and it is you alone who must face the new possibilities of a chosen future. The hands of making your mark. You could be having a good day and then trialling something that sets you on course into a future you never planned, into a future you never imagined. 
This gentle yearning timeless formula, by empirical means can be quite themed as a mental stake bringing forth the frank attitudes of realness and falsity of a higher smarts. Not even the outer parts of the contextual sickness can make the right flats on health attitudes to explain how I feel about humanity and the human health spectrum important. There's an immediate hope that things will advance into poisonous health and wellness issues. A call for me to be frank at once inside the marks of a health institution wasn't my only try at seeking help. I no longer served a purpose because as you may read between the lines I was a developed person with an identity cracked. I was shipwrecked at sea. The identity being involved in disaster plots and everything. All the havoc with all the new parts seemed to be a mistake of what already happened. Despite consideration wrought interwoven concepts in a perilous mental smart with this whole time was raw talent. A timeless stance within a recuperated set period of time proclaims raw strategy. What I mean is that anyone can be homeless, poor or distraught without food and resources. Submerging the outer limits of my imagination into human reality forced me to think up strategies of how to write a foretelling of events as if I were to solve a global problem. God is governing it all. We never made sense but are living a new contribution to society. I have the marks and make up of a human being who has encountered herself, yes. Describing the whole of how we are all living by is my real warm watch on society from my own body. I quite literally sold myself out in a way that worried, well, everyone. It worried anyone who paid interest to me. My life and my livelihood, as I quite enjoy the difficulty to see beyond my years and beyond my fears, to withstand natural fascination with the warmth in the jousting I just can't entail without piles of facts. I can't put my fingers on it but I don't lay things on the ground to rest due to the fact that human stories making visits to my livelihood made the most of a good life while I transitioned to better horizons and newer visions.
Questions 
C.B – Sometimes we can be our own best doctor. Did you ever have a gut feeling like the doctors were wrong throughout your diagnosis but didn’t speak up? Also, what are some positive changes you have done on your own that have worked to help your mental health struggles? 
Throughout this spiritual pilgrimage, I’ve been cut out and bruised internally. I was my best doctor. But, like everyone else there was a need for a little shove and some extra help. Life is tough when you are an adult and I felt like I was being pushed out 
into the open too fast. So, I sunk down into an impenetrable liquid that sought out my ruin. Rue the day I would chant as my own personal mantra. I always had that inner gut feeling that the doctors were all wrong but with our system being so accomplished, strong, and moving; I sought out to put in a different approach. I was a renegade beforehand and grew to be everyone’s blind rat experiment who took all kinds of different drugs, injections, and therapy talks. Nothing worked. I later found out it was all in my own mind. To help my mind grow and expand on a daily basis I continue to meditate, listen to music, talk freely, and memorise my own motivational speeches. I love life and always have. Psych is a minor hiccup in life full of major curve balls and real starvation in regards to my soul. 
E.P – How do you think your illness affects you on a daily basis now? 
I don’t believe I have a mental health issue. I’ve been through the ringer and have gained more insights and intelligence to know better. To help cope with the stresses of daily life, I envelop myself in deep thought, moving tunes, etcetera. This is one of the reasons I want to go to university. But, that’s besides the point. I also talk…a lot. If I am not talking to someone I continue to write it down as random as it may be. Like my doctor told me…nothing is random. Thanks for your question! 
S.A.H – What is one goal you want to achieve this year and how are you going to make it happen? 
This year is like a season as the Mayan calendar looks back to. And, its own symbol. It’s all about reinterpretation. Staying out of the woods and finding what works for me in regards to my leadership style…whether it be autocratic, democratic, or simple freedom through including everyone. I want to speak on behalf of struggles and more. My moves eliminate stigma and move forwards with life on our own steeds – soul and
good teachers to produce us to be better decision bases. The possibilities are endless. I reach beyond the horizon and among the stars for guidance. 
S.R.H – What has been the most difficult part of having a mental illness and the most positive? 
Mental health matters. Being a part of the moats has opened up my eyes. Everyone has something, let’s be honest with ourselves. People lack insight when that;s a big deal. We are like these poor blindsighted horses in a race we don’t want to win without departing from a need in the rat race. The toughest thing about being claimed upon in various ways is the pressure. Being put under a microscope did not help. The constant threat of relapse is unknown. 
B.H. – Do you think having had the illness yourself, you would make a good councillor to help others who suffer from the same affliction? 
I am a complete sceptic. I’m not going to say one thing and mean another. I think if I 
had professional advice and help I could promote mental illness in a way that can bring forth change in 2018. On the other hand, I have an incredible amount of support on my hands which makes me feel empowered to use my ready made skills and take them for a test run. Like they say, whoever they are, life’s a climb but the view is great. Thanks for the awesome question. 
A.P – How has the stigma surrounding illness affected your mindset towards the healing process and what are your takes on medication? 
The stigma has vastly changed as an alternative to what we think now and what we decide to perceive – if that. No reality someone creates to mental illness is correct. The aids omit bits and pieces of what is a world correction going on right now. Asylums are the new drug order and victims who were thrown down a hole and never got found. Help was not received in Canada. Meds to treat brains attacking themselves is good but not for all. It is a supplement to our entire being but choices must be made! This is only an opinion. Thank you for your great question! 
K.L – How do you feel about the people who have been helping you through everything? Like your family, any important friends? 
I feel like I hit the jackpot without actually winning the lottery — but more. I won life’s lottery. Grateful people taught me and integrated me properly after everything went down. A community of believers that say if it’s going to happen it’s up to us mean that they commit to a cause even if they won’t stay until the end – like me. Fighting for a struggle in the unknown is priceless. Keep it up on a daily basis to overrun dictator ties and serious lies. Help yourself out of Canadian trash!